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TALES 



THE nOBIN. 



A SINGULAR story is told ofa Rob ilir Rei^- 
liREAST, who, for fifteen years,; inhabited the 
Cathedral of Bristol, and received its subsist- 
ence from the hands of the verger. Durin^g 
the time of divine service, it usually perched 
i^pon one of the mitres of the orgati, and. ac* 
companied the solemnity with offering .up its 
harmonious praise. 



The following dtgant Lines were written by a 
Member of that Church on tki$ Utile Chorister. 



Sweet social Bifd! whose soft harmonious lays 
Swell the glad song of thy Creator's praise. 
Say, art tl|ou conscious of approaching ills, 
]PelI Winter's stormS; the point^i blast that kills 
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Shun'st thou the sajBwe^orfh's unpity ing breath? 
Or cruel man's more latent snares of death f 
Here dwell secure, he^e, with incessant note. 
Pour the soft music of thy trpmbljng throat ; 
Here, gently bV3,\a>s^i^^, asj^lijc^ ^t(d, 
Nor dre^-d the shilling frost, nor boisterous wind, 
Koi«fiiite:^4Biof thefe^tii€r'd^r«feee 
Shall daris invade thee in this haliow'd place ; 
-Nor, whijfs, hfe 81^8 tte'£({iiid''air'dcmg^ 
Oieok the shrill nafQhrr df tUftj cfafeerfil tfOd^ t 
.-No eaotious ^gunner^ who$e iBirtiring' sight, 
StopB ?tbe-»wift Jeagfe in his lajiid flight, 
Shall Hei? disturb n)3r>IoT«^ty«Ofigster*s rest, 
'N<)r<wouQil i<be p}ciiik)age4>f Mb beau teouB brisaitv 
Die; iruMt 8cb04>li-bd)^ ffb» in tmel ]^ay>. 
With vjscid lime involves the?tt%tt<:h-fou8spmy) 
In vain shall spread-tbe wily snare for thee ; 
Atilce fi^oupe thy life anil liberty. 
Peaice then, street wnkrbWyto thy ftutt'rwg heart. 
Defy the rage of haiHrs, iind toils of art. 
Now gbakp thy downy piumi^s; now gi^l^ pny 
Thy grateful tribute to each rising day ; 
While crowds below their willing voices raise. 
To siULg with ^y zeal f^ehov^h's .praise; 



dbyUoogle 



TALES OF THE ROBIN. 



Thou, p^^ch^d on high, shall hear th*adoring 

throng. 
Catch the warm strains, and aid the sacred Isong, 
Increase the solemn chorus, and insptre 
Each tongue with music, and each heart with 
■ fire. 



The following pretty Lines to the Redbreast 
are from the chaste pen of the Rev, Richard 
Hennah, of Plymouth. 



Severely hlew the northern blast. 
The snow overspread the plain ; 

Mute was the grove, and Nature sunk 
In Winter's icy chain. 

When at my door tlie Redbreast came. 

In melancholy mood, 
Beneath my roof, from Pity's hand, 

To implore a little food. 
A 3 
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;Pre8s'ci l»blh by hdngjsrundtliejcdli], 
He greatly wish'd to stay ; 

BtttifvBT within his tbrpbbing br^st^ 
Oft wbisper'd, Fly away ! 

Mankind, he knew, too seldom lcn( 

To woe a friendly ear ! 
Grimalkin too, a deadly foe ! 

Perhaps was watching tiear. 



But didst thou, little songster, know 
How much I feeV for thee, 

Tboud'st leave awhile the lei^fless wood;^ 
And winter here with me. 

For here thou laay'st in safety sit, 
And plume thy dripping wing ; 

Or, while the tempests rage without. 
Attune thy voice «nd sing. 

Then fearless con^e ! thy cheerful notes 
Have often charm'd my ear ; 

For this, protection shah thou find ! 
■^or this, thou'rt welcome here ! 
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The crutpbs which ftrpm my tnhle fall; 

Thy d^ily foqi 9h^]l be; 
The fir^ which blutm on the heattbj 

Shs^U wj^rm boi4n yoo ^tid me. 

^d in return, when vorniier suns 

Recal thee to the piaifi, 
To taste both love i^nd Kberty, 

With all thy tribes ag^iki, 

I ask thee, now and t^ieii, to jsoiiie^ 

At dawn, or setting day,. 
And charniy with thy acouatom'd notes> 

My gloomy cares away. 



fVritteff on seeing a Robin in Betere Weather. 
By Mrs. Bond Hopkins. 



Sweet Bird 1 who cheer'st the heavy hours 

Of Winter's dreary reign ; 
Oh ! still exert thy tuneful powers. 

And pour the vocal strain* 

Digitized by Google 



B TALES OF THE BOBIN. 

Whilst I with gratitude prepare 
The food thy w^ants demaod ; 

Go not to. seek a scanty fare 
From Nature's frozen hand. 

Domestic bird, near me remain. 

Until the verdant spring 
Again shall bid the woodland train 

Their grateful tribute bring. * 

Sweet Ro^y then thou may'st explore, 
And join the feather'd throng ; 

And ev.ery vocal bush shall pour 
The energy of song. 

May*8t thou enjoy the silver scene 

Till all its charms are o'er, 
And Winter's melancholy reign 

My pensioner restore. 
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■— — r"***-' —————— —^^MMc - 

A Welcome to a RoBm ResbrbtasiT. 

■■ If jL r 

liiTTf^E Birds with bo.soixi red. 
Welcome to my humble shed ; 
Courtly dames of high degree 
Have no room for Ihee tanwl am. . 
Pride and PleasureV-fidrfe- throng 
Nothing mmd ah idle/soDgv . ' V 
Daily xiearnrj table stieal^ ^ . 
While I pidcimy seantyiiheal; 
Doubt not) little tho'theie be, 
But ru cast a drmn6 to lii£e» 
Well reivnniedi if 1 1^^ 
Pleasure in tby gbiiicirirgieye ; 
See thee M^hen tboa^t rat. thy #il, 
Plame thy bt^st and'tivipethy bill. 
Come, my featber'd friend, again ! 
Well thoa know'st^he bnofcen pane ; 
Ask of me thy daily store. 
Go noi Hear. Avafvl^ ddor .: 
Oiice within his iron fcall. 
Woeful end shall thee befal. 
Savage ! he woald soon divest 
Of its rosy plumes thy breast. 
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Beautiful De9criptk)t{ of a Robin, who^ urged 
by the hiclemency of the Season to forsake 
the Fields, endeavours to ingratiate himself 
with Man. 



The Redbreast, sacred to the househonld 

Gods, . 
Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky, 
In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays tp trusted Man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 
Against the window beats; then^ brisk, alights 
On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o*er the 

floor. 
Eyes all the smiting family askance. 
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where 

he is : 
Till more familiar grown, the table crumbs 
Attract bis slender feet. 

.Thomson*s Seasons^ 
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An Addbess to /^^^Kobin. 



Away, prettj[ Rol^^i^ fly boipe to your nest. 
To makeyou my ^ap<ti ve woyld pUsasei me the best. 

And feed you with worms ^ad with bread ; 
Yo^f ^e^ are so £ip^rk]iing> your fe^bers so soft. 
Your little wings flutter so pretty aloft. 

And your breast is all eolour'd with red. 

But then ^ would be cruel to keep you, I know. 
So stretch out your wings, Kttle Robin, and go, 

Fly home to your young ones again ; 
Go, listen agaia tp |he notes of your mate, 
And enjoy the green shade irf your lonely retreali 

Secure from the wind and the rain. 

But wbea the leaves &U, and the winter winds 

blow. 
And tl^ green fieldisare covered aJl over with snow. 

And the clouds in white featheirs descend ; 
When the springs are all ice, and the rivulets 

freeze. 
And the long shining ieidesdrop firom the trees^ 
Then, Robin, remember your friend. 

B 
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14 TAtES Ot THE ROBIK.' 

If wilh cold and with hunger quite perish'dand 

weak, 
Come tap at my window again with your beak. 

And gladly I'll let you come in ; 
You shall fly to my bosom, or perch on my 

^ thumbs, 
Or hop round the table and pick up the crumbs. 
And never be hungry again. 

Original Poems^^Darton and Harvey. 



TAe Redbreast's Petition. 



The Thrush sings nobly on the tree, 
In strength of voice excelling me. 
Whilst leaves and fruit are on. 
Think how poor Robin sings for you^ 
When Nature's beauties bid adieu. 
And leaves and fruits are gone. 
Ah, then to me some crumbs of bread pray fling ! 
And through the year my grateful thanks Til 
sing. 
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When Winter's winds blow loud and rude. 
And birds retire in suMen mood, 

And snows make white the ground ; 
I sing, jour drooping hearts to charm^ 
And sure that you'll not do me barm, 
I -hop your window round. 
Ah, then to me some crumbs of bread pray fling ! 
And through the year my grateful thimks I'll 
sing. 

Since, friends, in you I put my trust, 
Asyou^njoy, you should be just, 

And for your music pay ; 
And when I find a traveler dead. 
My bill with leaves the corpse shall spread, 
And^sing his passing lay. 
Ah, then to me some crumbs of bread pray fling ! 
And through the year my grateful thanks I'll, 
ping. 

Original PoemS'^Darton and Harvey. 
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Delia's Ao'dre&s /o'Me Robin* 






Sweet Redbreast ! from thy liquid throat 
3|ill warbJing fortli thy pJaiutive lay, 

Jeasing rapture swell the note, 
An^ charm thy mistress all the days. 

• If thou With hi?r will ifeign to dwell. 
And kindly ch^et her lonely hours ; 
She'll daily tend thy little cell. 

And deck it with the fairest flow'rs. 

Pure water frpm the chrystal s^ing. 
She, ever mindful of thy goodj 

With constant care will ever bring. 
And cull for thee the choicest food. 

Sweet social bird ! here Jn my sight. 
With grateful joy, contehted rest. 

Nor seek to wing thy venf rous flight. 

Where cold and rain and storms m^sL 

In Delia's safe asylum bred. 

Say, can'st thou bear stern Winter's blast? 
By Delia's lavish bounty fed. 

Say, can'st thou keep his hoary fast!? 
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What though^ when morning gUds the plain. 
When Nature's songsters croud the spray. 

You never trill your love-taught strain, • 
Melodious to the brightening day. * 

Your tender bosom ne'er shall own 
Severe affliction's keenest smart; 

While you with fruitless sorrow moan, 
The much lov'd partner of your heart. 

What though, when verdure robes the spring. 
You ne'er explore the mazy wood. 

Nor ever spread the trembling wing 

With anxious fondness o'er your brood. 

Robb'd of its young, thou ne'er shalt know 
What pangs a parent's breast invade, 

Kor pour thy tale of tender woe, 

'Midst the dark forest's dreary shade. 
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^M iMviTATioN ^0^ Robin ItEi;»»^fiA«T« 



Hither, little wlirWcr, coTpe! 

Softest of the feathered kind ! 
Deem this lonely hut thy home. 

Welcome here thouVt sure to find. 

Dwell with me, and banish fear ; 

See my table daily spread ! 
Snares will ne'er inhabit here, 

Make with me thy little bed. 

Thy example, harmless friend. 

From all vice, shall bear me free; 

That, in death, I may descend. 
Pure and innocent as thee- 



Mary and the Robin. 
A btautifui little Tale, by Wh Upton, Esj. 

TwAS winter, and chill blew the wind. 
And fast fell the white driven snow ; 

The earth all to darkness consigned, 

And fast, fast, the day seem'd to go. 
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When a Robin, tweet Robio^ wa« beard * 
To twitter, atidjcbirrup, and sing; 

Yet it looked OS it wished, pretty bird. 
At tbe door of a cot to come in. 

Fair Mary, wlx»e heurt was as soft 
As tbe down on tbe Cygnet or dove. 

Bent forward, and tempted it oft. 
To fly to the wiodow above. 

Tbe bird, as by sympathy led. 

Sung, twitter'd, and cbirrupM again; 

Tben flew to her hand for the bread. 
As she held it to welcome it in. 

All night in tlie cottage it staid. 
All nigbt was a slumberer there ; 

In the mora it saluted the maid, 
With the choral of gratitude's prayer. 

And yet, with the sun*chcering day. 
For freedom did hover and sigb; 

She kiss'd it! — the bird flew away. 
But far from the cot didn't fly ; 
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O, no ; — ^for a tree was his staDd, 

Each day near the couch of tlie fair ; 

And at night, when he'd fed from her hand, 
liis roost was the back of. her chain 

Fair Mary was lovely and young, 

Sweet Robin would sing her to rest ; 

In the morn in her praises he sung. 
And at evening perched on her breast. 

Yet Mary, fair Mary^ was sad. 

She sicken'd, and died for a youth: 

For one who her virgin love had ; 
A villain to beauty and truth. 

Sweet Robin, e*er constant and true, 
Came, as usual, his mistress to meet ; 

He came, — to her cold bosom flew ! 

And at morn was found dead at her feet. 

To her.grave, by a train all in white, 
They boie her with many a tear; 

And a tombstone doth friendship indite, 
•* Sweet Robiu and Mary lie here/' 
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Sonnet io a Kobin singing in A Tree, 



Beasdjoii thai faint, that djing strab^ 
In cadence with the falling leaf? 

With me, sweet bird^ dost thou complain? 
FcMT &ding nature wakes my grief ! 

Her cbeqiieiM tiote,. that mmk 4e^ay^ : 

Oer every sense spread gloom and sad dismay. 

hack !• garf Stimm^V sutmy hovt$f 
Fond fancy turns on bliss intent; 

It starts--li«i]eetiiift ntitnbs h^r p6W«rs> 
ftMT Pleasai^^s gla^s, s&Ias i is spent. 

Ketvew, weet bird, that plaintive song. 

In vnisod my feelings move ; 
Uoheard you sing, andid the throng, — 

Keglettfed ev^r will my sorrows prove. 
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A MONOBY, 

Supposed to be sung by a Redbreast* 



The gentle pair, that in these lonely shades. 
Wandering at eve or mom, I oft have seen. 
Now all in vain I seek at eve or morn. 
With drooping wing, forlorn. 
Along the grove, along the daisied green* 
For them I've warbled many a summer's day, 
Till the light dews impearled all the plain. 
And the glad shepherd shut his nightly fold ; 
Stories of love, and high adventures old. 
Were the dear subjects of my tuneful strain. 

Ah ! where is now the hope of all my lay ? 
Now they, perchance, that heard them all, are 

dead. 
With them the meed of melody is fled. 
And fled with them the listening ear of praise. 
Vainly I dreamt, that when the wintry sky 
Scattered the white flood on the wasted plain. 
When not one berry, not one leaf was nigh* 
To soothe keen hunger's pain. 
Vainly I dreamt my songs might not be vain. 
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That oft ivithin the hospitable hall 

Some scatter'd fragments haply Praight find, 

Some friendly crumb, perchance for me designed. 

When seen despairing on the neighbouring wall. 

Deluded bird, those hopes are now no more ! 

Dull Time has blasted the despairing year, 

And Winter frowns severe, 

Wrapping his wan limbs in his mantle hoar. 

Yet not within the hospitable hall 

The chearful sound of human voice I hear ; 

No piteous voice is near 

To see me drooping on the lonely wall. 

Dr. Langhome. 



Ode to the Robin Redbreast. 



Though Robin, countless bards have paid 
Thee compliments before, a new one^ 

Meek warbler of the rural. shade ! 

Is anxious now to pay thee, too, oae.. 
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The lofty min^ireb of the Spriiig, 

Wimi Flora prdf&bs the lavn& aitd bowers. 
May drown thy sw^t v(Nce while diey siog^ 

With louder pipe, superior pothers* 

But «oAQ ihege vernal rivaU c^^ij,. 

That for a seasop chauat 30 Ch^ry ; 
When Spring depan$> their notesi decrease, 

And Summeir iidd^ them ^U aUd weary. 

Tis now thy worth begins to Aine* 
ThQO persevering bird of sjHrit ! 

Wi^ea scarce a note is heard but thine, 
Kow evVy shade proclaims thy merit. 

Thy lively carol Autumn hails, 

Repairing to the field at morning ; 

Thy evening pipe his ear regales. 

When from his toilsome task returning. 

E'eb Winter, on his gloomy way^ 

Pauses amid the stormy riot, 
And listens to thy pleasing lay. 

And bids hh blusteripgtraia be quiet. 
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Sing ont, sweet bird ! our Tal^es io clieer, 

BetovM by all the Sons of Rea^oa, 
But to the Poet doubly dear, 

Who chatjHts, I'tke thee, thro* every season. 

Hafiz. 
Morning Post, October ^S, 180?. 



FERSES 
Oujimdtng afawovpite KoBi fiJHzen to dea^h 



Mt little friend ! thy fate should claim a tear> 
Cold is thy form, and biisl/d tby tuneful 
. strain : 
It grieves me much that I no more shall hear 
Thy '^ wood^iqotes wild** ben<*avh my thatch 
again. 

The. wintry blasts which bowk across the moor. 
Hath chilPd the current in thy cHfliton breast^ 

And oh I it rends my heart with asgulsh sore. 
That death has robbed me of my welcome 
guest. 

Digitized by Google 



26' TALES OF THE ROBIN. 

When Sol first darted. forth its feeble ray, 

Thou flew'st with airy wing around my shed ; 
Thy flutterings at my window seemed to say—- 

^' My mistress kind, oh ! give a little bread." 
t 
How did my sparkling eyes with rapture beam, 

When I to thee the scanty boon had giv'n ; 
Thou bow'dst thy head to sip the chrystal stream ; 

It rose again with grateful look to Heav'u. 

Then would'st thou hop around my cheerful 
fire, 

And flutter still, as though still loth to part ; 
Unlike to maa! — for kindness could inspire 

A thankful feeling in a Robin*s heart. 

Thou saidst, ^ When Spring returns FU build 
my nest 
*^ Beneath the covert of yon aged tree; 
'' And whilst my young are fostered in my 
breast, 
** 111 teach them songs of gratitude to thee. 



d by Google 



TALES OV THE ROBIN. §7 

*' Wh.en the first dawn of morn begins to peep, 

^' Their strains from slumber shall thine 

eyes unclose, 

*' And when at eve thou sink'st again to sleep, 

*' Their- gentle songs shall soothe thee to 

repose." 

Sweet bird ! soft Spring shall never visit thee. 
Thine eyes are clos'd in death's cold gloomy 
night ; 
In vain once more shall bloom that aged tree. 
Thy tender brood shall ne*er the woods 'de- 
light. 

Thy little* form beneath the sod shall lie, 

And there the violets of the Spring shall 
bloom ; 
And when my mournful footsteps wander 
nigh, 
1*11 drop a tear on little Robin's tomb. 

Monthly Fintor, Februart/y 180«. 
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Invitation io the Rebsrsast^ 



Stay warbler, nor forsake my cot> 

Though little Fve to spare^ 
With you^rconlented with my lot, . i 

I will that little share. 

Hark ! how the wind around thee howlsj 

S^e hilU of snow arise. 
High o'er thjr bead (he falcbn pto^^h. 

Dark clouds obscure the skies/ 

!n^ep»ah! witbm my cottage r^st^ 
Nor heedless seek thy doom ; 

The winter storm» in terror drest. 
Spreads wide its monrnfai glooia.' 

Bttt here, sectrr^ from ev'ry ill. 
From wind, and hail, and snow. 

No fears thy gentle breast shall fill. 
No dangers shalt thou know. 

My pittance, though but scant, each day 
' With thee ^iH I divide. 
When on ray humble bed I lie. 
Ah i perch thee by my side. 
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And when the genial Spring returod, . 

.And blossoms deck each tree ; 
If freedom's flame within thee bums 

Sweet bird thou shah be free. 

Then seek a mate, and built your nest^ 
Yon hawthorn trees among ; 

And,. oh! each morn, my lovely guest. 
Awake me with a song. 

Monthly Mirror. 



Epitaph on a Robin. 



Beneath this mossy sod, this lap of love. 
Lies a poor tenant of the vocal grove ; , 
No gaudy plume, of many colour'd dyes, 
Mark'd the proud offspring of exotic skies ; 
No minstrel song had he to •qharm the ear. 
Or draw from pity's eye the trembling tear ; 
Yet with a simple strain, and void of art. 
He found a passage to each infant heart; 
And, as with cold he shiver'd pear their cot. 
They felt his sorrows and bewail'd bis Ipt, 
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With them he shBr'd the pittance of iheir least. 
And in their bosons built bis little ntst. 

But must the muse the mournful boor relate 
Wbicli sealed the period of their darling's fate. 
Enough their fond/ their true regard to tell, 
How lov*d he liv'd, nod bow Jiunemed fell ! 
Those gentlo baiids, which pnCe revivVl bi$ 

bres^thy 
Wotild, vait)ly> ward the stfpke of death. 
I'hey mouruM bis tall with many a pensive tear, 
And bjide his lov'd remains find shelter here. 
And oft, at fading hourftyf eve they'll bring 
The infant treasures of the opening spring ; 
The woodbine here in fixture's graee shall bloomi 
Waving in wild luxofiaace o'er hrs tomb; 
The .sofi'-eyM daisy lends its modest dyes. 
To conseerate the torf trhere Robin )ie$* 

Whoe'er by chance these artless lines may see, 
Blame not the poet*^ simple theme ; since He 
Who form'd the rainbow, and ordainM the 

' shower. 
Gave to the lightning wings, the thunder power; 
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Observes, '^ with equal eye, f|» God of all, 
A bero ^>erisb, or n Robio MW* 

Moral Fie0% 



On a Redbreast* 



Aapid jthe stormy disordered Utgb in 9ir^ 
It chanc'd ^ saljtiirjr Redbreast flew; 

Full sooa, alas ! burl'd on the weedy plain. 
The little love^bifd jgleaVd upon my view. 

Soft from llif gromid it» i|tQr«o-rb{M^I form I 
rais'd^ 
And fruitier siroy^ to waroi it ip my 
breast ; 
The cold, cold hand of death, its yein^ had 
chiird. 
And giv'n t^e gen^ of life eternal rest. 

In vain i( bent its head on breast reclined. 

In vain it bent so low its charming head ; 
In vain, so late of heaven-born freedom proud. 
O'er daisied fields its airy pinions spread* 
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Close to the body clung the drooping wing. 
The tuneful pipe and flowery tread were o'er; 

Forc'd by the ruffian blast, and ruthless storm. 
It droop'd, it sunk, it died, to rise no more. 

Sweet bird ! no more shalt thou with swelling 
throat 

Triumphant greet the morning's orient rJiy ; 
No more shall proudly lift th' exulting crest. 

No more shall d^nce upon the tender spray. 

For me, would the expected hour were nigh. 

Delusive hour, to me thou dost not come ; 
Ah, erring grief! still must I crave thy aid. 

To lull my sorrows in the sileqt tomb. 

Monthly Magazine, 
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An Ik YITATION to a IRfiMll^ ^BUMIAJUST. 



As ! bsistcD^ 9t)ivVit)g warbler^ lo my ebk. 
Come, take the scanty cromb^ with me 
pstrti^ke;' '* 

Tho' mean my hou^^ and penury my lot. 
My fosfj»ng care shall iiever-th€;e forsake. 

Beneath my strKVMcliid tiM ^e4^t6lf \A6€ 
Tby ilroo^ftg h^sid> by ruthless slorms 
opprestt ' 

Cott# fei»ri^&, With a gtrarfiati Tifend abide. 
No mde oppressor shall invade tby rest. 

Ah ! hast^* thee frim ytm tagged thorn and 

Yon north^tn chiHing, life-bppf^sing 

blast ; 
Ere thoo art doom'd to sbarie drear Winter^s 

troe. 
Haste, claim my sliade, titt Wime/s rage 

ispi»t ; 
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Enjoy the warmth my little cot bestows, 

• ^nd chaunt away the hours which gloom 

invades, 

^Midst hopes, ere long, o'er ruins of the snows, 

.Reviving Spring will spread the lovely 

shades. 

Sporting Magazine* 

Julia's Address to the Robim. 

Stay^ sweet, enchanter of the grove. 
Leave not so soon thy native tree : 

O warble still those notes of love, 

While my fond heart responds to thee. 

Rest thy soft bosom on the spray, 

. 'Till, chilly Autumn frowns severe : 
Then charm me with thy parting Iay» i 

And I will apsw^r with fi tear, i 

^nt feofMl as Spring, eawreath'd with flow'rs, I 
Comes dancing o'er the new drest plain ; | 

Return, and cheer thy natal bowVi^ 
My Robin, with those notes again. 
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Sonnet to the Redbreast. ' . I 

. . _. # 

De AB sprightly tenant of my leafless bowV, 
Those who art ever happy all^ the year. 

When seasons dazzle, or when seasons lov'r, 
Thy little bosom's still devoid of care* 

But why now, Kobin ! dost thou sing so sweet ! 

For Time, I see, has made a peck at thee — 
Bereft thee of thy tail — thou can'i^ not see't^ 

Or else,perhaps,thou would'st not sing so free. 

Did'st thou but know (the genial hours are fled) 
Of horrid Winter, with his demons nigh. 

Of thy fond partner and thy parent dead, 
Perhaps, poor bird ! thoud'st heave the 
heart-torn sigh. ^ 

But much I love thy minstrelsy sincere^ 

So much, indeed, the whole I can^igt say f 

Unlike our kind, unlilie the changeful year. 
Thou still art constant thro' the stormy day. 
European Magazin^ 
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Invitation tQ the Robik. 



When all the fields are roVd iti snow. 
And northem winds tem{)estuous blow : 
Pretty tudeful warbler coine, 
Come, come and frolic round my room. 

With op«n windows III receive. 
With food thy hungry grief relieve r 
ConvincM thy sweet melodious lay. 
My entertainment will i«pay. 

And when cold frost congeals the plain, 
Frequent my friendly roof again; 
RemembVing stiii thy warbling lay. 
My enteFtainment will i^epay. 



*« 
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The Nightingale. 



Thy plaintive notes^ sweet Philomel, 
All other melodies escel ! 

Deep in the grove retired ; 
Thou seem'st thyself and song to hide, 
Nor dost thou boast or plume with pride, 

Nor wish to be admir'd. 

So, if endu'd with pow'r and grace. 
And with that pow'r my will keep pace. 

To act a gen'rous part ! 
Hence, paltry ostrtitl^imis silow I 
Nor let my lib'ral action know 

A witness, but my hearft 
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The Lark. 



From his humble grassy bed; 

See the warbling lark arise! 
By his grateful wishes led, 

Through those regions of the skies, 

Songs of thanks and praise he pours. 

Harmonizing airy space, 
Sings, and mounts, and higher soars^ 

T'wards the throne of heav'nly grace. 

Small his gifts comparM to mlne^ 

Poor my thanks with bis compar'd : 

I've a soul almost divine : 

Angels blessings with me shar'd. 

Wake, my soul ! to praise aspire. 
Reason^ every aiense accord. 

Join In pure sei^aphic ficei 

i>ove^d tha(iks> and pcia$e the Lord! 
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Od£ to the Thrush. 



Sweet warbler ! to whose artless song 
Soft music's native powers belong, . 
Here fix thy haant^ and o*er these plains 
Still pour thy wild untutored strains ! 
Still hail the morn with sprightly hy. 
And sweetly hymn the parting day : 
But sprightlier still, and sw^ete^ pour 
Thy songs o*cr Flavians favVite bow*r ; 
There softly breathe the vary'd sound. 
And cbaun^ thy loves, or woes, around* 

So may'st thou live, securely blest^ 
And DO rude storms disturb thy nest. 
No birdlime twig, or gin annoy. 
Or cruel gun, thy brood destroy : 
No want of shelter may'st thou know. 
Which Riploo's lofty shades bestow ; 
No dearth of winter berries fear, 
|For haws and hips blush half the year. 

London Mugfizir 

Digitized by Google 



40 TALES OF THE ROBIN. 



The Death of the Hawk, and the Council 
of Birds, 

Written bj/ Mr. Upton. 



*TwAs a Midsummer morrij, when the birds of 

the .air 
Call'd a council of state, — weighty things to 

declare; 
Their chamber a wood, leafy, secret and wide, i 
And they met to debate on the Hawk that had 

died. i 



I 



Then thefe came the Linnet, the Goldfinch, 

and Lark, 
With the Nightingale, just from her song in I 

the dark ; 
The Chaffinch, and birds from the mountaia 

and glen, 
The Sparrow and Thru«fc, with the Robin an 

Wren. 
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Attd tli^re (came the S^oklurd, th|e $Urlipg^ 

and D%vf, 
With the Rook, whjcb adi^esfted thepi aB 

round with its *' Caw !** 
And there ca«ie tb^ Cuckoo^ so tlmpW apd shy^ 
With its noisy companion^ Ihe gaudy Magpie. 

Then the Jay^ and Topftitj ^Uh ihe Bi^Ufij^ch 

were there. 
And e(ich bird of passage^ that skims throogb 

the air ; 
The MarUp, t1i$ jSwallow, the W^gt^il, the 

Dove, 
Still flushed with th§ kiss^ received from its 

love ! 

Then warni, nye, and long> was the questiou 

discuss'd. 
And ^tbis Hawk, by all partifss^ set down as the 

worst : 
*^ How a hundred long yeajrs through the air 

be had flown, 
*< Ever fierce, ^ad ^evofiring all hit^ but bi^ 
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But to tell every murder and mischief he'd done, 
More fell to their species than netting and gun, 
Wbu'd last e'n till doomsday ; so Chancellor, 

Owl 
Summ'd up, and declar'd him a felon most 

foul. 

"But time,*' said the Judge, /^ has suspended 

his breath, 
" And the blood-sucking savage has met with 

his death !" 
At 'this ev'ry ftiinstrel pour'd forth a sweet 

8ong, 
Till the air rang with music, melodious and 

strong. 

And they vow'd '' that a feast the next day 

should take place, 
'* To rejoice at the death of this foe to their 

race: 
" Nay more, while a something each one 

would bring there, 
<^ They'^ invite to the treat all the birds in the 
•»r." 
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Twas fix'd ; and all rising, each bird plum'd 

his wing, - . 

And sang of* the fruit and the dainties ihej'd 

bring; 

And each little chorister vow'd " it was good," 
As they flew oiF in pairs from the trees in the 

wood. 



Ode to a Swallow, 
Seen late in October, at Giil-Hall, near Dromore. 



What caus'd thee thus to lag behind. 
When all thy kindred have departed I 

Where wert thoa wand'ring on the wind> 
When from our shor^ the fleet crowd started ? 

Say, did these pleasant shades awhile 
Tempt thee beyond the time to linger ? 

Or Beauty's charm thy heart beguile. 
Or witching strain of some sweet sin?^ 
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Poor bird ! I grieve at thy delay : 

For see, the wintry storm is brewing—* 

Long grows the nigbt, and short the day— 
The falling leaves the walks are strewing^ 

Yet still thou aeeav^sT, on sportive plome^ 
Reckless of the inclement season ; 

Approaching woes give thee no gloom, 
And instinct mocks tl^e fears of reason. 

Beware ! for thou, alas ! shalt soon 
Repent the cause of thy delaying; 

False Beauty's smile. Love's Syren tunCji 
Thee to thy ruin are betraying 1 

October's moon is in the wane — 

Thy wintry foes are growing stronger— r 

Haste ! prune thy wing, and o'er the main ! 
Thou'rt lost if here thou stay much longer. 
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Ode to the Cuckoo. 



Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove ! 

Thou messenger of Spring! 
Now Heaven re[jarrs thy rural seat. 

And woods thy welcome Sirig. 

What time the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear ; 
Hast thou a star to guide thy path. 

Or mark the rolling year ? 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

I hail the time of flowers. 
And hear the sound of music sweet. 

From birds among the bowew. 

The school-boy, wandering through the wood, 

To pull the primrose gay. 
Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear. 

And imitates thy lay. 
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What time the pea puts on the bloom^ 

Thou fly*st thy vocal vale. 
An annual guest in other lands. 

Another Spring to haii. 

Sweet bird ! thy bow^r ijs fvpr ^reea^ 

Thy sky is ever ple^r ; 
Thou hast no sorrow in t^y soti^. 

No Winter in thy year ! 

O could I fly, Fd fly with thee ! 

We'd make, with joyful wing. 
Our annual tisit o'er the globe. 

Companions of the Spring* 

Logan. 
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MittA Mdker Ltsn^r, 



What art so sweetly care beguiles, 
Or sooths, if fickle forttine smileSf 

As the soft pow*rs of song ; 
This bids the warmer pRSsions rise. 
Or fills with liquid gficf our ejres^ 

Such charms to reise beloag. 

But sure that lay doth most eirce)^ 
That can the moral lesson leM 

With unaffected eiise ; 
Can by its sounds assuAge tfie sens^ 
Convey advice without ofiiesHset 

Or teach reproof to please* 

This let me try. A JLinnctgay^. 
In gilded parlour pass'd theidaj^/ 

lahoppingy pruning, singing; 
Found Mira's innocent ddli^it^ 
Who^ from the morniiig^ to the nighti 

Wa^ some qeir Miaifort WmgiaBip 
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With flow'rs she deck'd her fav'rrte's cage. 
She listen'cl to his tuneful rage, 

As on her hand she bore; 
A silver drawer did seed supply, 
This drink in crystal fountain by. 

What would a Linnet more ; 

No state could happier be than his> 
Yet birds sometimes mistake their bliss> 

He pin'd lo leave his home ; 
Enraptur'd by the charming scene 
Of silver streams and meadows green, 

He quits his wiry dome. 

For freedom thus discarding fear. 
His wanton pinions beat the air. 

With joy his bosom thrill'd ; 
But soon the birds our stranger peck. 
The ev'ning too grew wet and bleak, 

And all his rapture chill'd. 

Hopeless he hoverM up and down, 
Tin til by chanoe, propitious thrown. 
Where hung his cage in sight; 
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The worth of safety now he knew. 
So back with eager haste he flew. 
And sweetly pass'd the night. 

Next morn^ 'ere Mira left her bed, 
While busy dreams disturb'd her head. 

Where thought began to spring; 
The tuneful wand'rer stretch'd his liiroat. 
And warbling forth his sweetest note. 

Thus sung, or seem'd to sing: 

" When from our proper good we range, 
" Meet madness is the love of change, 

" Since fools can ne'er be free ; 
*' Wild wishes always end in woe, 
*' True pleasure is our bliss to know, 

** Content gives liberty.'* 

Mira, though sprightly, gay, and young, 
Admir'd, approv'd her linnet's song; 

Transferr'd it to her life. 
Her beau she dropp'd, she cbang*d her plan, 
Wedded a plain, but honest man, 

And made a prudent wife. 
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*' Learn bence, ye fair ones, nndeteWd 
*' False steps are hard to be retrieved, 

*^ And be with caution bold ; 
'' Not all that strikes your eager eyes 
** And fluttering hearts is lawful prize, 
" Nor all that glitters, gold/* 

Weekly Atfuiiemtemt, 



^^^^^^*>»^^i»>^^^ 



TAe Morning Lark« 



FeatAer'o lyric! warbling high^ 
Sweetly gaining on the sky, 
Op'ning with thy matin lay, 
(Nature's hymn J) the eye of day. 
Teach my soul, on early wiiig, 
Thus to soar, and thus to sing. 

While the bloom of orient light 

Gilds thee in thy tuneful flight, 

May the day«*8pring from on hi^i 

Seen by Faith's religious «ye, 

Che^r me with his vital ray, 

"^romise of eternal day ! Thompson. 
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liie Canary Bird. 



To yoft cm whose bounty I live. 

Whose baftfll with the tenderest care, 

Doih 4atijr my food freely give. 

And nore for ihe morrow prepare ; 

To yo« I my gratitude pay. 

Which in my little boaotm dotii ilivel^ 
My soDg I do watble all day, 

Aiid to you all my happiness teE. 

Jit your mercy a captive eonfinM ; 

My life and my liberty too, 
Age idl to your kindness resign *d^-« 

What can your poor pris'ner do ? 

If from you I attempted to fly. 

Where could I for safety repair 
With hunger I shortly must dkf. 

When bereft of your fi>6t^riog care 

K e 
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From a clime that's far distant I come. 
And here a poor stranger lemain; 

If e'er I for liberty roam, 

Unfriended^ I soon shall be islain ! 

But while I your bounty enjoy, 
My liberty lost. Til not moan. 

But to please you, my song will employ. 
And your gen'rous sympathy owa, . 

Then let me your captive remain! 

I- ne'er will repine to be free; 
But content, tune my liveliest strain — 

This prison's a palace to mei 



^« Invitation ^o ///eFEATHEBED Hace, 
Written at Claverton^ mar Baihm . 



Again the balmy zephyr blows. 
Fresh verdure decks the grove; 

Each bird with vernal rapture glow% 
And tunes his notes to love. 
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Yc gentle wwbkrs, hither fly, 

And shun the noon-tide heat ; 
My sbrnl^s » .cooling shade supply. 

My groves a3dfe retreat. 

Here freely luxp from spray to spray, * • 

Or weave the mossy nest ; 
Here rove and sing the live Jong day, 

At night here sweetly rest. 

Amidst this oool translucent rill. 

That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your pl^mes> here drink your SR, 

And revel in ihe shade. 

No scbool-boy ru^ t^ mischief prone^ 

E'er shews bis ruddy face. 
Or twai^s bis bow; or hurls a stpne^ 

In this sequester'd place. 

Hither the vocal Thresh repairs. 

Secure the Linnet sings; 
A Goldfin(;b dreads no drfnysnares^ 

To clog her p^oted .wings* 
S3 
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Sad Philomel! ah ! quit thy haunt, 

Yon distant woods among. 
And round ray friendly grotto chaimt^ 

Thy sweetly plaintive song, • . 

Let not the harmless Redbreast fear. 

Domestic bird ! to come 
And seek a sure asylum here, . 

With one that lovies his home. 

My trees, for you, ye artless tribe. 
Shall store of fruit preserve ; . * 

O let me thus your friendship bribe! 
Come, feed without reserve. 

For you these cherries I protect. 
To you these plums belong; 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd. 
But sweeter far your song. 

Let then this league, betwixt us made, 
Our mutual interest guard : 

Mine be tbe gift of fruit and shade, 
Your songs be my reward* 
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Verses addrfssed to a Lady, whose favourite 
Bird was.' almost killtd by a full Jrom her 
Jinger. 

As Tiney, in a wanton mood,- 
Upon his Lucy's finger stood, 

Ambitions to be free ; 
With breast elate; he eager Irie^, 
By flight to reach the distant skies. 

And gain his liberty* 

Ah ! liickk*s,bird, what though carcss'd> 
And fondled in the fair one's breast^ 

Taught e'en by her to sing: 
KnoWy that to check thy 'temper wild, 
Aad make tbf manners s^ft and miid. 

Thy mistress cul thy iviHg. 

The feather'd tribe who cleave the air. 
Their weights by equal plumage bearn 

And*- quick escape our pow*r ; 
Not so with Tiney, dear delight. 
His shorten'd wing repress'd his flighty 

And threw him on the floor. 

Digitized by Google 



36 XAL£S CEP THE ItOBIK. 

«■.' ■ ■■ ■■! "■ -'" — , - ■ u. ■ ' ■ _ I J I . - ; v. [ I ' " '* 

Stuau'd wtdi the fall, lie seev'd to 4ie^ 
For quieliiy cWd his sparkling eye. 

Scarce heav'd his pretty breast; 
Alarmed for her favourite care, 
Lucy assumes a peasiite air. 

And is at heart distresL 

The Stoic soul, in gravest istrain. 
May call these fetiUngs light and vain. 

Which thus from focidnessilow: 
Yet, if the Bard arightly deems, 
'Tis Nature's foutvt M^ch feeds 4be -stanams 

That purest joys bestow. 

So should it'be fair Li^oy's&te, 
Whene'er «be wilkadbafD^JOf iftate. 

To boast a mc^dver's lutiae : 
These feelings then, thou charming maid. 
In brightest Jines ^riidH be xittpIayUj 

And pause iupoGasiii^d4:iBi|a. 

VoWnt. 
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Verses on a Goldfinch, rchich perched o;j. 
the fore-yard of his Majesty's ship Falcon, off 
Brownsea-Castle, August 14, 1790. 



S\^KET bird, though welcome to the bard. 

Pursue thy liquid way ; 
A mooorent lest thy wearied wing'. 

Nor risk a longer stay* 

Tbesailor, up the giddy uiast. 

By wary feet conveyed. 
Will seize thee with relentless hand 

A wretched captive made* 

How happy then had been thy state ! 

(Though not by freedom bkst>) 
The tenant of a golden cage. 

By some fond fair cai^est* 

She had prolong^ thy liinefiirfire, 

(Thy native sky forgot ;) 
She had repay'd thee for thy song. 

Her smiles had crown*d thy lot. 
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Here would thine evVy magic notfi 

Be warbled forth to vain ; 
Not her^ w^uld be deplored thy Ios% 

Nor shed the tear homane. 

Jtii, then bad you ^heoii 'CbloeTs chacgs, 

Sogracefply fair, andmeek^ 
She had iiedew'd^ wiHi xsryBtal tear. 

The roses on iier cheek. 

Go, gladdeplbou the wsodlfoid scene. 
The woodlattd awain .didligbt; 

Or the lard, t&eudi^ling for thy &te^ 
Will soon fffovobe thy jflight* 

Depart, aor oa the faitfalesB yai4 

In gvfttitnde remara, 
I'll ask not (for thy resting plaoe) 

The tribute of a strain. 

Oo then, thy liberty enjoy. 

Sweet bir4> a long adi«a ! 
The poet, envious of thy blias^ 

Would wish to Ibllow too« 

^dward Harwaod, J$im. ChirmrguB. 
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Tke^Antnii^GS^i^ 



Has^ hyjon cop^, that skirts the flowery 

As late I walked to taste the evening breeze, 
A pdaiatife murmur mingled in: the gale. 
And notes of sorrow echo'd thro' the trees. 

Tooch'd by the pettsi Ve sound, I nearer drew. 
But my rude steps increased tb^ <5ause of 
pfriEt-; 

Soon o^-er my beat( the whirring Partridge flew. 
Alarmed, and with her flew her infant train. 

But dhort; tVefxcursioft ; foY ufiiwedf td fly. 
Feebly th* unfledg'd wiogs, the essay could 
make; 
Th^ parent sbelt^t'd^ by *e closing day, 
Lodged her lov*d covey in a neighb*rin|f 
brake* 
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Her cradling pinions there she amply spread. 
And hushM the aflFrighted family to rest; 

But still the late alarm suggested dread. 

As closer to their feathery friend they prest. 

She, wretched parent! doom'd to various woe. 
Felt all a mother's hope, a mother's fear; . 

With grief foresaw the dawn's impending 
blow. 
And to avert it thus preferr'd her prayer: • 

O Thou ! who e'en the Sparrow dost befriend, 
Whose providence protects the harmless 
Wren; 

Thou Gbd of birds! these innocents defend. 
From the vile sports of unrelenting men. 

For soon as dawn shall dapple yonder skies, 
Thie slaught'ring gunner, with the tube of 
fate; 

While'the dire dog, the faithless stubbje triej 
Shall persecute our tribe with annual hate. 
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O may the Sun, unfann'd by cooling gale, 
Parch, with unwonted heat, the undewy 
ground ; 
So shall the Pointer's woitted cunning fail, 
So sliaii the Sportsmen leave ray babes un- 
fpuad. 

Then av^y I fearless guide theoi to the mead ; 

Then may I see with joy their plun^agegrow ; 
Then may 1 see (fond tJ)ought) their future 
breed, 

And every transport of a parent know. 

But if some victim must endure. tb^ dart. 
And fate marks out that victim from my 
race. 
Strike, strike the leaden vengeance througti 
this heart ; 
Spare, spare my babes, and I th^ deatli 
embrace* 

Jnmud Register, 177I* 



F 
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TAe Swallow. 



Written in May, 1793, qm board hU Majesty's 
ihip Feng€ance,on a Swallow familiarly entering 
the ward-room, the ship being then a hundred 
leagues from land, in her passage to the West 
Indies. By Dr. Trotter. 



Welcome hitber, airy travlle?, 
Hiiber rest thy wearied wing. 

Though from cIiExie to clime ^ revler^ 
CoQSCaql to returning Spring. 

Jf. along the trackless ocean, 

Th^u by Cfbadce hlist miss'd tby w«y ^ 
I'U direct thy wav'ring motron, 

Kut m mom^*WHh me stay; 

I have neW» o^ ncfte io freight thee ; 

Bear a wandering sailor's vow ; 
Sp may no dread fate await thee ; 

liOve shall be thy pilot aovi^ 
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Shun, I pray thee, gentle Btrangeri 

. Touch Dol Gallia's hated shore ; 

There is deaths and certain danger, 

She is stain'd with royal gore. 

But to happier Britain tend ihee. 
Where the milder virtues rove ; 

And this kiss, with which I send thee. 
Bear it to my disiaot love* 

Near ber window fix thy dweUing^ 

No rude faand«hall do thee wrong ; 
Safer far ihan.arch or cieling, 
/ Delia's self shall nurse thy young. 

There it thousand soft sensations 
Lull thy happiness to rest ; 

Nature, there, with fond persuasions^ 
Oft shall soothe a parent's breast. 

Haste then, gentle bird of passage ; 

When you leave our wintry isle, 
Bring me back my Delia's message, 

Pring a kiss, and bring a smHe. 
f2 
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Ode too beautiful Black BiRD^f/^a/peruAed 
in a Caze through want. 



Sweet minstrel^ for thy piteous fate. 
The verse, the tear shall flow ! 

Ye, whose neglect abridged bis date, 
[No peace hereafter know ! 

When next in fprcst, grove, or bowV, 
A blackbird^s song ye bear ; 

The raven's note, O may it poor. 
To strike with dread the ear. 

Lo!— fallen from his perch, he lies. 
Through pinching hunger dead! .. 

His sable wing a pall supplies. 
And shields his little head ! 

No more in Spring, the upward Kgiit 
That gleams the sky along. 

Shall bring new pleasures to his sight. 
Nor wak^ his cheerfid song* 
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Nor $ball his symphony prevail 

Through Suinmer*$ lengthiBn'd day ; 

Responsive to -each ^ongster^s t^ple. 
That flies froip sjpc^y to spray. 

Though giv^ii by niutuKe atopic faiige ; 

"Wken to his c^ge coofin^, 
fie bow'd his spirit to thev^baag^. 

His music isooljh^/d ibis mind. 

His music, that po^sest aicbariii 
To all whose lysarts could f^sel.; 

All but'tbeei^gines of this bf^rppi^ 
Who kept his fell Basiile! 

Idly they heard bis warblipgs sl^rillj 
His food-dem9.ndiqg strain i—r 

No water cheer-d bis thirsty bill-r- 
He sued for bread in v^^in ! 

But place him wherp he's dooi»*d to rest. 
And nigh the hawthorn plant ; 

Whereon may perch the rosy breast, 

A funeral hymn to chaunt ! 

County Magazine. 
f3 
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Sonnet to the Nightingale. 



Oft let me wander at the mooa light hour. 
To some sequester'd grove, or sikat bow'r ; 
^V'hen cea3e the carol* of: the plumy throDg> 
And Philomel hegins the plaintive song. 

Sweet bird of eve ! I love the liquid note. 
That flows-mellifluous from thyquiv'ring throat; 
O zephyr, fleeting zephyr, longer slay. 
Nor bear that lovely harmony away. 

Enchanting chorister! to ntie impart 
Thy power to lure and captivate the heart ; 
For, could I tune the soul-sediicing air, 
The melting strains must surely win the fair. 

Then will I strive to learn thy piteous tale. 
And swell with thee, sweet bird, the evening gale. 

J. Cobbiiu 
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jitt Elegy on a Blackbird that was shot on 
Valentine's Day. 



The sun bad cbac'd tbfe wiiilcr snow. 
And Mndly lpo&'4 the ftpst-bound sioil ; 

The melting }>rrearns began to flow. 
And ploughmen urg*d the annual toiL . 

'Twas then atfiid the vernal throng. 

Whom nature wakea to mirth c-ind love^ 

A blackbird rais'd his amorous ^ong. 
And thus it ecbc^'d through the grove. 

" O ffiiresi of the featherM train. 
For whom I sing, for whom I burn. 

Attend with pity to my strain. 
And grant my love a kind return* 

" See, see the winter's storms are flown,^ 
And zephyrs gently fan the air 1 

Let us the genial influence own. 
Let us the vernal pastime shar^* 
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*' ril lead thee to the clearest rill, 

W'bofte streams among the .pe(>ble8 stray; 

There we will sit and sip our fill. 

Or on the flow'ry border play. I 

^' I*)l guide ihee to the thickest brakes. 
Impervious to the school-boy^s eye ; 

For thee ^e plaster'd nest Til make, 
Aiftd on thy ^owny pinions He. 

" To get thee food 111 r«mge the fields. 

And oiftll the 'best of every kind : 
Whatever nature's bounty yields, 

Or loveVi assiduous care can 6nd. 

** And wbe«i my lovrfy mate would stray. 
To 4aste the summei'-s sweets at large^ 

At home Til wait the Jive long .day, 
And tend at home our Infant chaise. 

^* When, prompted by a mother^s care. 

Thy warmth srball form 'the imprison'd youngs 

With thee the lask VW 'A>f>d4y ^harc. 
Or cheer thy labours ;wit^ « sengi^' 
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He ceas'd bis sori^. The melting ilaine 
Wiih tender pity beard his strain ; 

She felt, sbe owii'd a mutual flaine» 
And hasten'd to relieve bis pkin. 

He led ber to tbe nuptial bow V, 
And nestled closely by ber side^ 

The bappiest bridegroom in that boctr. 
And sbe tbe most enamoured bride. 

Next mom he wak'd ber with a song-— * 
*^ Arise ! behold the new-born day ! 

Tlie Lark bi^ matin peal has rung; 
Arise^ my love^ and come away."^ 

Together through tbe fields they stray'd. 
And to the verdant riv*Iei's side, 

ReiiewM their vows, and hopped and ptayM, 
With honest joy and decent pride* 

But, O ! my muse wtrb pain relates. 
The mournful sequel of my tale. 

Sent by an order of the fates, 
A gunner met them in the va!e. 
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AJarm'd the lover cry'd, " my dear 
Haste, hiuiteaway; from danger fij ! 

Here guqa^r^ jturn tby iPeDgeance here! 
O ! sparie ip»^ )ov^, jind let me die." 

At him the gvooer took bis aim ; 

The aim be took was much too true ; 
O ! hpd he pbose ^ome odier game, 

Or sbpt as be had us'd to dp. 

Divided jpmrl forgive the wroi^ 

While 1 with teafs your fate jreheane : 

ril join the widow's pluintiivesoog. 
And savje th^ lover \u my verse. 

Adventurer. 



ft(*^^:^ ^ *^^f !* ^^ 



The Goldfinches.*^^ii Ekgy, 



To you whose groves protect the feather*d choin 
Who lend their artless notes a willing ear ; 

To yon, whom pity moves, and taste inspires. 
The Doric strains belong, Shenstone, hear^ 
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Tvras gentle Spring, when all the plumy race. 
By nature taught, in nuptial leagues coib- 
bine! 

A Goldfinch joy'd to meet the warm embrace. 
And with her mate in love's delights to join. 

All in a garden, on a currant bush. 

With wondVous art they built their airy 
seat; 

la the next orchard liv'd a friendly thrush, 
Not distant far a woodlark's soft retieat. 

Here blest with ease, and in each other blest. 
With early songs they wak'd the neighboring 
groves^ 
Till time matur'd their joys, and croWfiM their 
nest 
With ialiMKt pledges of their faithM l6yes* 

And doiKr what transport glow'd ia eith6r*s«ye? 

What equid fondness d6alt A' alloited 
food! 
Whfttjey eiieh other^s likeness to descry; 

And future sonnetSiin the chirping brood ' 
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But, ah 1 V/hot earthly hiippiaess can last ? 

How does the fakeei piupose often fail! 
A truant school-boy's wantonness could blast 

Their flatt'riiig hopes, and leave thetn both 
to waiL 

The most ungentle of his tribe was he, 

No gjenVoiifi precept ever toiich'd his heart; 
With concord false and hideous prosody, 
He scrawl'd his task, and blundered o'^i his 
part. ; 

On mischief bent, he inark'd with rav'nous 
eyes, 
Where, wrapt in down, the callow songsters 

%; , 

Then rushing, rudely seiz'd the glitt'ring prize, 

And bore it, in his impious bands, away ! 

But how shall I describe, in numbers rude, 
The pangs for poor Chrysomitris decreed: 

Wbten from her secret stand aghast. she viewed 
The cruel spoiler perpetrate the deed ? 
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" O grief of griefs!*' with shrieking voice she 
' cried, 
'* What sight is this that I have liv'd to sec ! 
'' O ! that I had in youth's fair season died, 
** From love's false joys, and bitter sorrows 
free. 

•' Was it for this, alas ! with weary bill, 
'* Was it for this I pois'd the unwieldy straw ! 

" For this, I bore the moss from yonder hill, 
" Nor shunn'd the pondVous stick along to 
draw i 

" Was it for ihis, I pick'd the wool with care, 
'* Intent with nicer skill our work to crown ; 

" For this, with pain, I bent the stubborn haii 
*' And lin'd our cradle with the thistle's 
down ? 

*' Was it for this my freedom I resigned, 
'^ And ceas'd to rove at large from plain to 
plain ; 
'^ For this, I sat at home, whole days confin'd, 
^' To bear the scorching heat, and pealing 
rain? 

a 
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<' Was k Iw thbfiny watdifiil ^es grow dioi i 
'' For this tbe roses on my cheek jturn pale ? 

'' Pale is my goldeD f^uoMgey once so trim ! 
^' And all my vo«Md mirlb .w4 spirits fail ! 

** O pland'rer vile ! O more than adders fell ! 

'^ More mnrd'rous than the caty with prudish 
face; 
*< Fiercer ihan kites, in whom the faries dwell, 

** And thievish as the cucko</spiirringrace! 

*^ May juicy plums for thee forbear to grow, 

*' Fortheenoflow-ri^Dyfiliiscbarniiogdies; 

." May birch-trees thrive to work thee 5haq>er 

woe, 

*' And listening starling? mock thy fraotic 

cries l" i 

i 

Thus sang the mournful bird her piteous tale; 

The piteous tale her mournful mate returned ; , 
Then, side by side, they sought the distant vale, I 

And there, in secret sadness, inly mouru'd. 

8kenstone,\ 

" i* .1 
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Sonnet on the Departure of ^AeNicHTiN* 

GALE. 

• — -rf 

Sweet poet of the vroodsi a long adieu I 
Farewel, soft minstrel of the early year ; 

Ah ! 'twill he long ere thou shalt sing anew, ' 
A^d pOuc thjf musio on the Night's dull ear. 

Whether on Spring thy wand*riog flights await. 
Or n^ether silent in our groves jou dwell. 

The pensive Afi^ s^aU own thee for her mate, 
jAadatill pret^ thf song she loves, so welk 

With cautious step, the love-lorn youth shall 
glide 
Thro' the lone brake that shades thy mossy 
nest; 
Andshepherd-^tls^from eyesproftme, shall hide 
The gamie bird, who sings of pity best. 

For still thy voice shall soft affections move. 
And still he dear to sorrow and^to love 1 

Smith. 

Gft 
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Ode to a Singing Bird. 



O Hiou that glad'st iny lonesome hours, • 

With many a wildly-warbled song. 
When melancholy round me low'rs. 

And drives her sullen storms alotig; 
When fell adversity prepares 
To lead her delegated train, . 
Pale Sickness, Want, Iletiiorse> and Pkin, 
'With all her host of carking cd/es ; 
The fiends ordaihfd to lAthe the human soul. 
And give the humbled heart to Sympathy's 
' controul ! . , 

•Sweet soother of misery/ say> • 

Why dost thou clap thy joyous wing ? 
Why dost thou pour that artless lay ?. 

How can'st thou, liitkprisoner, sing? 
Hast thou not cause to grieve 
' That man, unpi tying man, has rent 
From thee the boon which Nature meant 
Thou should'st, as well as he^ receive ? 
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The power t6 woo tliy parttier in the gtove ; 
To btialt where iastliict pditttSi wfaere* chance 
directs to rove. 

Perchance^ unooiucioas. of thy hti^y 

And to the wt^dS' of bondagor bliad^ 
Thou aever long'st toi join thy mate^ 

Nor wisheftt^ to be uncoafined. 
Then how veien^dess hey 
And f^ for every foul offence. 
Who eoiild bereave stich innocence 
Of life's best btessing^Liberty ! 
Wbolur^d thee, guileful, to bisareacheroussnare. 
To live a tUMfbl slavey and dissipate his care 1 

But why for tbee this fond complaint ? 
Above' thy master thou an blest ! 
An thau nol/lree f-^Yes ;: calm Goatent, 

Wkh^ oli vef sce|itre^ swayfl thy bieeast ; 
Tbea d^igai with me td li^e ; 
The falcon, with iasatiatie-maw^ 
With hooked biUfand griping chiw^ 
Shall ne'er thy destiny contrive ; 

OS 
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And every t^ljby foe shall mew iq vain, 
While, pensivel^r dwufe 9b^ he^rs thy melting 
strain* 

Nor shall the flead^ fell Famine,, dare 

Thy wiry tenement assail ; 
These^ Miese shall -be my constant care. 

The .limpid founts and teipp'ratetneal : 
And when the bloominig Spring, 
In checquer'd livery robes the fields. 
The fairest flow'rets Nature yields 
To thee officious will I bring; 
A garland rich thy dwelling ^hall; entwine. 
And FloraV freshest gift9^ thripe. happy bird ! 
be thine. 

From drear Oblivion's glooiQy care. 

The powerful Muse shall wrest thy nainei 
And bid thee live beyond the. grave ; 

This meed she knows thy merits claim : 
She knows the liberal heart 
Is ever ready to dispense 
The tide of bland Benevolence^ *. 
And Melody's soft aid impart. 
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Is ready ^still. to prpnipt the magic lay. 
Which hu$hes,alloar griefs, aqd charms our 
pains away< ' : ; 

'Erewhile, when brooding o'er my soul, 

Frown'd the black demons gf despair, 
Didx^f}^ thy voice that power controul,. 

And oft suppress the risipg- tear i 
If Fortune, should be kind, 

If e*er with affluence I am bless'd, 
I'll often seek some friend distressed ; 
And when the weeping wretch J find. 
Then, tuneful moralist. Til copy thee, ^ 
And solace ^11 bis woes with social syii^patby ! 



^f^ff*^*^^'^^^^ 



The Thrush. 



How void of care yon merry Thrush, 
That tunes mdodious on the bush. 
That has no stores, of wealth to keep, 
No lands to plow, no corq to reap }. 
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He ne^r freut tot Wovthkss Aitlgi^ 
But Htcs in penee, and ^vtfeedy sings t 
Enjoys the present with his BOMe^ 
Unmindfal of to-morrow's fate. 

Of true iblicity possestv 

He glides through life suprtsmdjr btot : 

And for his daily mfeairdi^s^ 

On Him whose love the wdrid'supplies* 

Rejoic^d^ he iinds bis morning fare. 
His didtier lies— he knows not wherci — 
Still to th' unfailing hand h^ chaunts 
His- grateful song, and nei^er wants. 

WiUiam. 



The Lark. 



See hbwtha Xark^> diebirdof dsjr^. 
Springs from tbs eaiib, and wti^ his way t 
To HeavenV high vault his; ecMinie he bend^i 
And sweedy sings, as be ascends. 
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But when, contented with bis height^ 

He shuts his wings^ aiid clicks his fli^ht^ ' 

No more he chauntSjtheJiyely strain, . , 

But sinks in i silence t^ the plain « 

Whitehead. 

ADDKkss. to a HbDOBt Spabrow; , 



Little flutt'rer ! swiftly %ing, 
Here is none to harm thee near ; 

Kite, nor hawk, qor schoolrboy prjipg 5. 
Little flutt'rer! cease to fear. 



One who would proteci thee ever i . . • . i : 
From the schooUboy,' kite, and .hawk,: 

Musing, Dow obtrudesi but never .1 
Dreamt of plunder in his walk*. . 

He no weasel stealing slily 

Would permit thy eggs to take j 

Nor the pole-cat, nOr the wily 
Adder, nor the writhed snake. 
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May no docfcoo, wanderfng' neaar *ce. 

Lay her ^gg^ teithin lliy Mst ; 
Nor thy young ones, born Wd^l^ th«(B'^ 

Be destroy*d by «icfc a guesi?! 

Little flatt'rer^ swiftly flying. 

Here is none to harm thee near ; 

Kite, nor hawk, M0 sdMolrbey pr](iag} 
Little fluttVer! cease to fear. 

Jnihologg. 



Beautt/iit H^fiption of the Domestic Cock; 

WiTHi!t a homestead lived, witfco»t a peer, ^ 
For croitfibg loud, the noble obaalicleer. 
More certain, was the crowing, of this cock 
To number. bo»r» thw U an abbey dock : 

And sooner than the morning beH was rung. 
He clapp'd bisi wn^sr upon» his roost and sungr 
High was his conlb, «ad ccMral red withal. 
Indents embatlJed liik^ a castle wall: 
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His bill was raven black, aad shone like jet ; 
Blue were bis legs, and orient w^re his feet ; 
White were his nails, like silver to behold ; 
His body glittered like the burnish'd gold. 



The CoMFiMEO Lark. 

The tunefal Lark, who from his nest 

'Ere ^et well fled^'d/ is storn away. 
With cftr? ^tt^ndedj and c.iM'eftt, 

Will someUme^ sing the livjelong day ; 
Yet still his native field be monrn^Sf 
Hisgaolor hates^ l7ii$ kioda^ ncop^^ 
For freedom pants, for fjF^^doin burn^. 
That darling freedom once obtained, ' 

Unskiird, untaught t,q ^sur^b for prey^ 
He mourpff tjie libeity h^ g^n'd# 

And, hungry, piQ^ ki^ hpprn awiy. 
Helpless tl^i^ U(tle witud'rer ^kh 
Then homeward twrm W? Jpaging ^jrfS* 
And, warbling o9t bi» grifft l^e dies. 
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On the Deatu of a favoueite Bulfinch. 



Ye Nymphs ! if e'er your eyes were red 
With tears o'er hapless favVites shed, 

O share Maria's grief! 
Her fav'rite, even? in his Cage, 
(What will not hunger's cruel rage f) 

Assassin'd by a thief. 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among, 
The egg was laid from which he sprung. 

And though by Nature mute, 
Or only with «a whistle blest. 
Well taught, he all the sounds expressed 

Of flageolet or flute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole ; 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies, 
When piping winds shall soon arise 

To sweep up all the dew. 
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Above^- below, iti all the house, 
Dire foe, alike to bird and moose' 

No cat bad leave to dwell ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood. 
On props of smoothest shaven wood. 

Large-built and latticed weD. 

Well lattic'd— but the grate, alas f 
Not rough with wire of fiteel or brass, 

For Bully's plumage sake. 
But smooth with wands from Ousels side. 
With which, when neatly peel'd and dried. 

The swains their baskets make. 

Night veird the pole. All seem'd seeure : 
When, led by instinct sharp artd sure. 

Subsistence to provide, 
A beast forth-sallied on the scout, 
Long-back'd, long-tail'd, with whisker'd snout, 

And'badger-colour'd hide. 

He, ent'ring at the study door, 
Its ample area 'gan t' explore ; 
And something in the wind 
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Conjectured, snifBwg wwund wd xoiiii^« 
Better thaa dl the book* he fiHmd, 
Food, chiefly, fcr the wwd- 

Just then, by adverse fete impm^d^ 
A dream disturb'^ ix^o*" ^^W^ r»st ; 

In sleep he seem'd to view 
A rat, fast clioging to the cage. 
And, screaming aUhe ead presage. 

Awoke aiid4bttiid it trae* 

For, aided both by enr and w?ent. 

Right to his mark the monster went— 
Ah, muse ! forbear to speak, 

Minute th^ horrqra that ensued; 

His teeth were strong, the cage was wood- 
He left ppor Bylly^fi beak. 

He kft it-T-but be should have la'en 
That beak, whwoe issued many a strain 

Of such mellifluous tone. 
Might have repaid him weU, I wote, ' 
For silencing so sweet ji throat, 

Fast set within hip ova. 
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Maria weeps— tb« Mums mcnoh^ 
So when, by Baodkanaliaas tord^ 

On Thraeiaa Hebrus' side 
The Uee*encbanter Orpheus fell. 
His head alonc^ mnaia'd to teil 

The crutA death be died. 

The Goldfinches. 
jf Lesson for FriencbUp. By ff. Cowpet^, £s^ 



The graNS^bdvse 9 fay^AMMMseate 
My shniba dispioe'cl if am sbar revreat, 

Eajoy 'd the opea^ IMP ! 
Two GoldfincbeSj whose sprightly song 
Had been theiif taataal ddae<» loag^ 

li^d iiappy pris!iier& tfhe^ e« 

They sang, at bKibe at finchea sing 
That flutter loe^eon gnldea wia^> 
And frolic where they ttst^ 
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Strangers to liberty, 'tis trucj 
But tliat delight tbcy never knefr^ 
And^ tliesefore, never xniss'd. : 

But nature works in. ev^ry.bceast. 
Instinct is never quite lulppress'd* 

And Dick felt some desires. 
Which, after many an effort vain. 
Instructed him at length to ^a 

A pass between bis wires. 

The open windows seem'd to invite 
The freeman to a farewel flight ; 

But Tom was stilt confin'd ; 
And lL>ick,. although his way 9ras clear. 
Was much top generous and sincere. 

To leave his friend behind. 

For^ settling on hts grated roof 

He chirp'd and krss'd him, giving iprpof. 

That he desir'd no more : 
Nor would forsake his c^ge.at last, . 
'J'ill gently seiz'd, I shut him fast 

A prisoner as before. 
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Ob ye, who nt^Mt kn^M^^ejoys 
Of FrieiKbbips 8atisfiecliKiib.iMi6^ 

Fandaagoy bal^ andiout^ 
Blasb wbett I tell ytta kcnr a bvd^ 
A prison, with a fiicDdy profbrv'ct^ 

To liberty without. 



Doe to the Si^A&£<yw, 
WrUten by Charlotte Smith. 

Tbk gofse is ydlow on the heath, 

The banks with speedwell flowers are gsy» 
The oaks are budding; and beneath. 
The hawthorn soon will bear the wreath^ 

The silver wreath of May* 

The welcome guest of settled Spnag, 
The Swallow too is come at Iqst ; 

Just at sun-set, whcfn Thrushes sing^ 

I saw her dash with rapid wing, 
Aod haird her as she pass'd. 

h3 . , 
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Come^ summer visitaoty attach . 

To my reed-roof. your nest of. clay^. . 
And let my ear your music catch . 
Low twittering underneath the thatch 

At the grey dawn of day. . 

As fables tell, an Indian Sage^ 

The Hindostanic woods among. 
Could in his desert hermitage. 
As if 'twere mark'd in written paige. 
Translate the wild bird's song. 

I wish I did his power possess. 

That I might learn, fleet bird, from the?, ' 
What our vain systems only guess, 
And kn,ow from what wide wilderness 

You came across the sea. 

J would a little while restrain 

Your rapid wing, that I. might hear 
Whether on clouds, that bring the rain, 
you sail'd above the western main, 
The wind your charioteer. 
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In Aftiq 4pes the saUry gale 

Through, spicy bower, an[(i palmy grqve, 
Bear the repeaied: Cuckqo's talei 
Dwells there & time,, the wandering Rail 

Or the itinerant Doy^e J . . .: 

Were you in Asia.f O Tfibte, . ' 

. If there your. fabled sister's woes. 
She seem'd ill sorrow to. narrate.;, 
Or sings she but. to. c^l^bratQ 
Her nuptials wjth the rose ? 

I would inquire how, journeying long, 
The vast and pathless ocean o*er, 

Yoi? ply ag(iin those pinions strong, 

And cpme to. build anew among . 
The scenes you'left^before., . 

But if, as colder, breezes iblqw,.. 

Prophfetic of. the waning year. 
You hide, though none i know, when or how. 
In the cliff's excavated brow,. . 

-And linger torpid here; . 
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Thus lost to life, what fftfouring dreaoi 

Bids you to happier hours awake ; 
And tells that dancing in the beam. 
The light gnat hovers oVr the stream^ 
The May-fly on the lake? 

Or, if by instinct taught to know 

Approaching dearth of insect fbod; 
To isles and willowy aites you go, 
And crowding on the pliant bought 
Sink in the dimpling flood : 

How leaiai ye,- while the cold waves boom 

Your deep and ou^ couch above. 
The time when flowers of promise bloom. 
And call you fn>m your transient tomb. 
To light, and life, and love! 

Alas! how little can be known. 

Her sacred veil where Nature drawa; ^ 
liet baiBed Sdeoce humbly owo^- 
Her mysteries understood alone. 
By Him who gives her laws. 
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T^e Sensitive LiNNiT.* 

. '.: .,. .■ ■ ■!' .;'♦ ^ 1-. .:'•' ;"'! 
My fond spf^ial Xiiai^t^^lQ thep ,. ' ,^^ 

What dear, winding cbsirins^did bctlong; 
On my hand thou wouldst carol with glee. 

On my bosom Kttend^to' my song. 
Sweet bird, in return foy ipy strain. 
Thou warbled'st thy own o'er again. 

.'• '•■' * \.* ') 

Lore; jealotis a'bird should thus share 
My affections, shot speedy his dart : 

To my svr aih now I sun^ every iair ;. . . 
l^lieilioaetisoon took it to heart. 

Sweet bird, in how plaintive a strain.. 

Thou w^bled'st thy own jealous pain.! . 

Bot faithless my. lover 1 found : 

And in vain to forget him I tried : 

The Linnet pereeiv'd my. heart's wound ? 
,He sickeaM, he di*oop'd, and he died. 

Sweet bird, why to death yield the strain > 

Thy song would have Ijghten'd my pain. 
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Dear linnet^ I'll pillow thy head ; 

In ilowii will I coffin thy breast ; 
And when Ihy tatd ttistvete is ^ad^ 

Together in peace we will rest. 
S w«et bird^ bow ill-fiited Mr stfain ! 
We fbdl wlarble^ olis ! ne'er again. 



»^»>#»»»»»#w<»<^ 



Ok a SWAtLow 

Thaiiaok refuge in the Ward^room of H. U.S. 

Cafiahh of Brut, Nov. 10^ 1805. 

Say. hapless Wri, what distant shore 
Thy wandering wings would iain explofe ; 
Or why fair Albion's peaceful isl^ 
Where every blessing deigniet to smilty 
Can hold no lure to tempt thy stay. 
And bask in Sol's resplendent ray; 

Thy walls of mod on yonder dome. 
Where peaceful smil'd the swallow's iiom^ 
No notes of cheering joy reheane; 
No children's sweet responsive verse : 
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Alas ! they wail the parent fled^ 
And waity fotAota, their daily breads 

Perhaps some bird, with rade essay. 
Has forced thee from thy home away ; ^ 
Some vile intnider, who ne*ef knew 
The joys that kindred k>ve pursue. 
Too indolent to build his nest. 
Usurps thy downy bed of rest* 

Like Noah's dove, in ancient ark. 
Thou liv'st within a haUow'd bark ; 
For sacred are Britannia's waUs, 
That guard her shores from daring Gauls ; 
And here thy wand'ring feet m»j stay. 
And bop secure the live^loog day. 

Perhaps a bird portending bb'ss*^ 
Omen of Fame ! — thou enter'st this— 
Arrested by keen hunger's rage. 
Here seek thy mis'riea to assuage : 
Whene'er thou pleas% nnharm'd^ retreat. 
For thou'rt no prwmer in theftett. 

J. H. G. Jmd. Surg. H. Jtf- *• Captain. 
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Concerto^ fie FeAtherbb RACEtaa 

Mai/ Morning, 



Beholp ! die beauteous queen of May! 

DeckM out in all her rich attire; * 
To her the muse devotes this lav^ 

Her varied charms Uie notes inspire* 

O welcome ! smiling, lovelj' fair ! 

To thee !^-^the noblest' strains belong ; 
Thou glory of the circling yiear ! 

Thy charms demand' an- annual song. 

• Since, at' the sweet return of Spring, 

Some-tiew delight you still display; 
For this, the warbling choirs all sing. 
And gladly bail the happy day. 

In blooming purple she descepds^ 

With" • flow'ry wreaths, * and blossom 
'Crown'd; 
The genial pbwV shefar extends, 

With joy«infi|)ir€s the country rdund. 

Digitized by Google 



TALES OP THE ROBIN*. 97 

Of silv'ry white, a fragant show'r, 

• She does o'er evVy hawthorn strow ; 

And opens ev*ry leaf and flowV, '■ ^ ' 

Bids all their latent beauties blow. 

The primrose fair, the violet blue 
Beneath the verdant bushes rise ; 

The cowslip sweet, of golden hue. 
In plenteous crops delight our eyes. 

While wood-bines round the spreading treed, 
In am'rous folds their tendrils twlnfe; 

The neat, industrious curious bees. 

Extract those sweets their cells refine. 

Nature now breathes, from all her sweets, 
Soft clouds of fragrant odours rise : 

Her smile the whole creation greets, 
And grateful incense fills the skies. 

While gentle zephyrs rise aloft, 

Their fragrant silken wings prepare : 

Iler balmy essences to waft, 

Throughout the circumambient air. 
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Mild gentle breezes cheer tbe oUlo^y 

The feathered songsiers tune tbeif notes ; 

The Lark who cbaimts hi* hymn^ subUme, 
Aloft in boundless ether floats* 

And the soft Cpckoo's constant so^g. 
So swe^dy echo's o*er the y^He ; 

The Thmshy and Blackbird, ^U daj loQgf 
Pursue th^ ^weet enchanting tale. 

Tis love that warms each tender bre^t^ 
With emulation swells each strain; 

To form the curious duwnj nesty 

They search the grove and skim the plain. 

All stretch the soft enamellM wing> 
With joy, exert the grateftd lay 9 

And animate the muse to sing. 

The lovely charm* of blooming May* 

Gilo, 
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Abdbess to the VltooJiL auk. 



O Stat, swe^ warbling Woodlark tito}',' 
Nor quit for me die trembling qpray> 
A hapless lovtt oonrts^ tbj kj^ 

Tby floothiog Ikmd eomphiotBg^* 

Again, again that tender part. 
That I may catch thy ipebing art ; 
For surely ibat wad touch h^r hearty 
Wha kills me iri' diadamiilg* 

Say, was thy little mkte luikiiid^ 
And heard thee as the cjardeas wiod^ 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd. 
Sic notes o' woe could waukeo. 

Thou tells o' never-ending care ; 
O* speechless gfief, emi dork despair: 
for pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair i 
Or my poor heart is broken !. 



JQltmut, 



i2 
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On a Goldfinch %(arvedto Death in, his Cage. 



Time was when I was free as air. 
The thistie*a downy 'seed my fare. 

My (^rlnk the momrag dew ;• 
I perch'd at will oh ev-ry spray, - 
My form genteel, my plumage gay, 

My strains for ever new. 

But gaudy phimage, sprightly strain. 
And form« genteel, were all in' vain. 

And of a transient date: 
For caught and cag'd, and starved to death, 
In dying sighs my' little breath.. '. • 

Soon pass'd the wiry; grate; 

Thanks, gentle swain, >for all my. Woes,. 
And ihanks for this effectual close , 

And cure of ev'ry ill ! 
More cruelty could none express ; 
And I, if you had.sliewn me less. 

Had been yourjjris'ner still. 

C<rtvper» 
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Addbem to tlie Lailk, ontheJRetum qf Spring. 



Hail ! lovely tiuieful warbler^ , hsA ! 

TbjT song mj breast with joy insjuxes ; 
The joyful th&m^, thj n^tes xeyeal^ 
. Now animates the feathered choirs^ 

See-^— how they stretch %he paiated wings 
With music charm the groye, the plain ! 

All hail the sweet return of Springs 

While. mutual love inspires £a£h strain. 

Thy song proclaims the dawning day, . ^ 

That smiles to greet the youthful year ; 
While trees the tender bud display, , 
And gentle zephyrs fan the air. 

Aurora smiles, in purple dad. 
The hills reflect a flusbiog n^ ; 

The sun breaks forth, gay Nature's glad. 
And all the generous tribute pay. 
13 
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The flowVs their varied charms unfold^ 
With grateful incense fill the skies ! 

While herds and flocks do leave the fold. 
And joy to see the morn arise. 

Aloft the lark exulting towVsJ 

While ploughmen turn the fertile soil; 
Which teems with Ceres' bounteous stores 

Atrd well rewards their annual toil. 

O lovely, charming; blooming, Spring ! - 
Thou pride and glory of the year; 

Now, love and pleasure on the' wing. 
Invite abroad, .the young, the fair; 

T*' inhale the balmy breathing air^ 

And emulate thy grateful lay ! 
That does the heav'ns with mu$ic cheer;" 

And hails with joy the smiling day : * 

The day that smiles on Britain^s land, 
O liberty ! — thy fav'rite ground ! 

Where plenty opes her bounteous hand,- 
Peace seniles with verdant Olives crown'd. 

Giles. 
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^ Tale for the First of Seftemhcr. 



ScAHCE had. the sun's refulgent raj . . / 
Ting'd the higli hills and clieer'd the day, . 
When, saupt'riug oo, wherethrough you vale 
Winds the sIq^' path^;,lo taste the gale, . 
I heard soft;niurmursiD the breeze,. 
And sighs re-echo through the trees; .. 
Sudden I stop-rrsurprised — to know . , 
Fro^ whence ^proceed these signs of woe : 
When, lo !. a partridge-mothec near, . 
O'erwhelm'd iin deep despair and fear,. 
Bewail'd.the jnauspiciow:^ inqrw . 
That, blushing, now began to dawn : . 
Wb^t horrors .fiU'd her Uttle breast ?. , 
What racks and tortures broke her rest ? 
She felt^a mother!s . pQig4)an t. sm^rt, . 
A mother's feelings pierc'd her \xe»xX : . 
When, now, not able to.nefrain> 
She thus address'd her infant train : — 
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*' Fly, fly, my babes !" aloud she cry*d — 
" FJy, fly r the woods and hiBs replied, 
^* Quick to some lonely grove repair, 
^ There breathe the umnolested air ; 
** For, ah ! what havoc (cruel fates !) 
^' Our kindred feathery tribe awaits? 
*^ Before yon blazing orb descends, , 
** And hisses, dipt in Ocean's ends^ 
^' Hwdreds shall bleed (infernal iaw !) 
*' To satisfy man's ra^noos maw : 
'' Ev'n now the thondVing clap I hear ; 
** Ev'n now I smell the tainted air : 
'' Fly, then, my .tender ofipftng! fl^! 
^' Th* inbuman ittardener, moni h nigh ; 
'^ This instant yon must quit your home, 
'^ Or the next minute seals yoor dooaeh*^ 
She said — when, lisi'ningtO'h6r4Baire, 
With fee/ble wing they brash'd tkm air: 
But, ah ! bow ^ain ber hopes !*»«4or, lo 1 
The fatal goaner aimVl his blow—* 
What hosror ohiirdr-kow heav'd hor side 
When now lihe pointed tabe -she spied? 
With fluttering wings around she flew^ 
^nd sosght to screen them from )ris view r 
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'^ . Oa me, en mej your vengeance £r11:! '■ * «. . 
" B^t spare my . babes !— r mj! precious all 1"— 

Alas! too favoured were' l>er;cries,^'..- ^ 

On murder bent, be marked- his prize; >. : 
Quick flash'd the pan ! oh, fatal art ! 
The leaden deairh qqick piere'dobcrhieart ;- :'~ 
The gushing bl^pd ran down (hec^Bidfr, i ; 
She peck*d lier brc^l^ aiid livopt^ andcidicd.i* 



Tic Captives; or^ the Bird's Kestl' , ^ 



As along the lope thicket I sty ay'd, 

To imbibe llie sweet drop^ of the davyn. 

That sparklie beneath the green shade, - 

And erabiilm the soft air of the morti; 

I spy'd on, a hiliock qf moss,. 

Ayounker just risen froip rest. 
Who, estranged from all tender remorse. 

Had seiz d on a chjiffiucb's nvjst, 
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Scarce fledg'd were Ae yoikng tfeftAei ^Mtt^ 
And chirp'd (for tfa^y felt the c<M tat) 

And moum'd for the mother's serft wte^8> 
The mother's fond proridedt oai^e. 

Description ironld die on my tonguej 
If I strove to relate the sad tale ; 

'Tis too mvch to repeat io my dong; 
£*en numbers pathetic would fail. 

To see the fond mother behind, fp 

Deprived of her infant young race; 

I hop'd to her moan he'd be kind. 

And straight the poor captives replace. 

Impatient she fluttered around. 
Bespeaking her tender regard : 

Unmindful he sat on the ground, 
Unmov'd the petitioner heard. 

Then, rising, he chid her away. 

As homeward the nestlings he bore; 

But she, ah ! unable to stay. 

Close follow'd him home to his door. 
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Now Id a ^Jmll Cage they're confia'd, 
Aa^ aot f>f the casemeat are hung; 

Where soiQe «if eet reli^ sh^ maj find» 
To £e.e4 wd &9 tead oa her yonag. 

Ye motherpy of feeliOg poaeess'd, 

Who protect yoar dear infaQts with care ! 
Could you sufi?r them torn from your j^easl. 

And carry'd you copld not tell where ? 

Cod|d yon hear the poor imiocents cry. 
And see the^i borne off firom your sight ; 

And wpnld you not follow, nay fly, 

And suffer harsh tbie^ with delight i 

Speak — could you endure the hard case. 
To have the sweet babes of your heart 

Secluded each tender embrace, 

And kept from their mother apaH? 

Tia unna^^tral e'en to suppose, 

Tku mothers so basely were taugfal^ 

To abandon their babes to such woes ; 
Humanity weeps at the thought 
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O say then, fond inaihers ! I- pray, 
Supposibg the case were your own. 

That your hifants were taken away. 

Is not this too acute to be borne.- 

O sav ti^en— (for you can express) »• 
Say. mothers of genttest tongue : ^ 

Ah! paint the exceeding distress 

Of a bird that's bereft of its young. 

• 4nd take the advice that I give 



(Prevention's as good as a cure) 
Should your sweet tender innocents liVe, 
Instruct thi^m a morsel as pure. 



V The Robin. 

An Elegiac Poem, written at the close of Auturtn 



Let me invoke the plaintive muse^ 
With .«pl^f9fi dirge to aid my slrMn ; 

Ye sh§idf s dqiee»d; and weeping dews, 
Whife:girlef;i|iyDhnes the rural plain. 
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Alas ! and can ye chose but inoan# 

To see all nature's charms expire ) 

Fair blooding Spring, gay Summer gone, 
And Autumn hastening to retired 

Quite stript of ev'ry beauty^ 86(i 

How soon ttieir Verdsil honours fad#; 

The ilow'rs decay, each spreading tree 
No more affords a grateful shade* 

Tbeil- naked branches now behold ! 

Bleak winds pierce tbro* with murm'rkig 
8ound> 
Admit the northern breezes cold i 
And leafy ruins strew the groundi 

So man, who treads life's acdve stage. 
Like ]eaf> or blossom, fades away i 

tn tender youth, or riper age, 

Drc^ tfans^ into liU former clay* 

Her mantle grave, cool «Y'ninig spreads, 
Nbw sooo obscures each pleasing view ; 

The rising hills, the flowery meads. 
Each prospect fair, we bid adieu* 

X 
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The sUti euts short bis joyful race. 

Stern Winter brings his gloomy train ; 
And nature's languid^ ^Ij^ing face, 
. In solemn sadness shuts the scene. 

The Bed-breast, dear domestic bird ! 

Who aow forsakes the leafless grove ; 
In days of yore was much preferred. 

Sacred to hospitable love. 

^ He soothes me with bis plaintive tafe. 
When Sol withdraws his friendly ray ; 
Soon as the ev*nifig shades prevail. 
And close the short remains of day. 

O welcome, to niy homely board ! 

For xhee TH ope a lib-rai hand ; 
Were it with choioest diunties stor'd. 

There unmolested thou shouldst stand. 

Since you, of all the warWing throng, 
(Who now to warmer climes retire ;) 

Remain to cheer me with a song, 

And mauy a pleasing thought inspire* 
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O then adieu, dear rural scenes l-m 

Fairbloomiog Spriag» wd Sumoier gay: 

AutumlD^s dedioe this Iroth e^cplaios. 
That I, like ihem^ must soo9 Aec^iy* 

When hoary nge, like ^Winter peen^ 
The vital spYiDgs will slowly move i 

Then retrospects on £»nner years, 

lake as a flattering dream ^aH prove. 
^ 'i. Gila. 



y #»##»#»»»»^i^<»<» 



Sonnet tQ the Trivsh. 
On hearing om 9i$^ t» January. 



Sin 6 on, sweet Thrush^ upon the leafless hough; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain : 
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reigi^ 

At thy blith carol clears bis farrowed hrow» 

Digitized by Google 



112 TALES OF TITS K<fVIK. 

*/ ■»*—— — ■-,■1. ■ -I.. ., — ^— — »^ 

So in lone Poverty's dominion <jrear, 
. Sits meek Content with light unanxipus bear t| 
Weloomes the rapid moments^ bid them partj 
Kor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

) thank |liee> Author of this opening d^y ! 

Thou whose bright sun npw gilds ypn orient 
skies ! 

{Ucbes <eaiedj thy bopn wns purer joys, 
Whftt wealth could never give oor take away. 

Yet comjs thou child of poverty »nd c^ ! 
The mite high Heaven bestowed^ that mite with 
thee m share* 

Burmt 

The ^ACKJ^ AW f 

Thebe is a bird who, by his coat^ 
- And by the hoarseness of his note, 

Alight be ^upppsM a crow ; | 

A great frequenter of the church, i 

Where, bishop-like, he finds a percb| ' 

Apd dprmitpry top. i 
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Above the steepte shines a pli»t^ 
That turns ^d tiirQ»» to indioate 

Fmni If bat point Uowa the veathen 
Look up— your brains begin to swim^ 
^is in the clouds — that pleased hiixk, '* 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculattre height. 
Hither he wings his airy flight. 

And then securely sees , . 
■ The bustle and the raree-show 
That occupy mankind below. 
Secure, and at his ease. 

You think, do doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bc»ies and bruises. 

If he should chance to fall. 
No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate. 

Or trouble it at alh n ,^ 

He sees that this great round about-^ 
The world, with all its motley rout, 
Cburcb, army, physic, law. 
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Its GQStom^ and its bu$*nesse8| 
Is no eoDceFQ at all of his. 

And says-rrwhat ^ys he i Caw. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of. the vanities of men ; 

And, sick of having seen 'em, 
Would 'd^e^fully these limbs resign 
jPor such a pair of wings as thine. 

And such a head between 'em* 

Q)wper^ 

fhe general Influence of Spring oi\ th^ 

FSATHERED TriBES. 



JiEND me yonr spog, ye nigl^tingale^ } pb poujp 
The mazy-running soul of ipelody 
Into my varied versp ! while 1 deduce 
from the first note the hollow Cuckoo aings, 
Th|s symphony of Spring, and touch a theme 
fJnknpwn tp faqof , the passion of the groves. 
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When first the soul of love is sent abromJ, 
Warm through the vital air, and on the bearl 
Harmonious seizes, the gay troops begin 
In gallant thought to plume the painted wing. 
And try again the long-forgotten strain. 
At firfit faint warbled. But no sooner grows 
The soft infusion prevalent, and wide, 
Than, all alive, at once their joy overflows 
In music unconflh'd. Up springs the Lark, 
Shrill voic'd, and loud, the messenger of morn ; 
Ere yet the shadows fly, he mounted sings 
Amid the daWning clouds, and from their haunts 
Calls up the tuneful nations. Every copse 
Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture, o*er the heads 
Of the coy quiristers that lodge within. 
Are prodigal of harmony. The Thrush 
And Wood-lark, o'ef thejciqd coQtending throng 
Superior heard, run through the sweetest length 
Of notes ; when listening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purposes, in thought 
Elate, to make her night excel their day. 
The Blackbird whistles from the thorny brake ; 
f\ie mellow BulIQuch aqs^ers ffom U^e |;roTe{ 
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Nor are the Lionets, o*er the floweriog furze, 
Pour*d out profasdy silent. Join'd to these, 
Innumerous songsters, in the freshening shade 
Of new-sprung leaves, their modulations mix 
Mellifluous. The Jay, the Rook, the Daw, 
And each harsh pipe, discordant heard alone. 
Aid the full concert; while the Stock-dove 

breathes 
A melancholy murmur thro* the whole. 

Tis love creates their melody, and all 
This waste of music is the voice of love ; 
That even to birds, and beasU, the tender arts 
Of pleasing teaches. Hence the glossy kind 
Try every winning way inventive love 
Can dictate, and in courtship to their mates 
Pour forth their little souls. First, wide around, 
With distant awe, in airy rings they rove. 
Endeavouring by ^ thousand tricks to catch 
The cunning, conscious, half-averted glance 
Of their regardless charmer. Should she seem 
Softening the least approvance to bestow. 
Their colours burnish, and by hope inspired; 
They brisk advance ; then on a sudden strud(> 
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Retire disorder'd ; then again approach ; 
In fond rotation spread the spotted wing^ 
And shiver every feather with desire. 

Connubial leagues agreed^ to the deep wooda 
They haste away^ all as their fancy leads, 
Pleasurci or food, or secret safety prompts ; 
That Nature*8 great command may |>e obeyM ; 
Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive 
Indu1g*d in vain. Some to the holly hedge 
Kestling repair, and to the thicket some ; 
Some to the rude protection of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring ; the cleft tree 
Offers its kind poncealment (o a {ey^, 
Theij: fpod it^ injects, and its moss their nests« 
Others apart far in the grassy dale. 
Or roughening waste^ their humble texture 

weave. 
But mo$t in woodland solitudes delight. 
In unfrequented glooms, or shaggy banks, 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook. 
Whose murrpurs soothe them all the live-long 

day. 
When by kind duty fixM. Among the tQO\% 
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Of hazel, pendaiit o'er tbe plaintive stream. 
They frame tbe first foiiQclat.ion of their domes; 
Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid. 
And bound with clay together. Now 'tis nought 
Bat restless biirry through the busy sdr. 
Beat by unnumber'd wings. The Swallow 

sweeps 
The slimy pool to build bis banging boUse, 
Intent. And often from the careless back 
Of herds and flocks, a thousand lugging bifls 
Pluck hair and wool ; and 6ft, when ttpobserr*^il. 
Steal from tbe barn a straw ; till soft and wantf. 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows. 

As thus the patient dam assiduous sits> 
Not to be tempted from her tender task. 
Or by sharp hunger, or by smooth delight, 
Tho' the whole loosened Spring around her blow v 
Her sympathising lover takes his stand 
High on the opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 
The tedious time away ; or else supplies 
Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 
To pick the scanty meal. The appointed time 
With pious toil fulfill'd, the callow young. 
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WarmM and expanded into perfect life. 
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 
A helpless family, demanding food 
With constant clamour. O what passions then. 
What melting sentiments of kindly care. 
On the new parents seize ! Away they fly. 
Affectionate, and uudesiring, bear 
The most delicious morsel to their young ; 
Which, equally distributed, again 
The search begins. Even so a gentle pair,. 
By fortune i^unk, but form'd of generous mould. 
And charm'd with cares beyond the vulgar breast, 
In some lone cot amid the distant woods. 
Sustained alone by providential Heaven, 
Oft, as they weeping eye their infant train. 
Check their own appetites, and ^ve them all. 

. Nor toil alone they scorn : exalting love. 
By the great Father of the Spring inspir'd. 
Gives instant courage to the f^parful race. 
And to the simple art. With stedtlqr wing. 
Should some rude foot their woody haunts molest^ 
Amid a ndghbouriog tosh Aey siknt drop, 
Aod whirring tfaeucei as if alarmed, dtceii^ 
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The unfeeling school-boy. Hence around the 

head 
Of wandering swain, the white^^wing'd PloTer 

wheels 
Her sounding flighty and then directly ont 
In long excursion skims the level lawn. 
To tempt him from her nest. The Wild DucItj 

hence 
0%r the rough moss ) and o'er the trackless 

waste 
The Heath-hen flutters (pious fraud) to lead 
The hot pursuing spaniel far astray. 

Be not the Muse asham'd here to bemoaot 
Her brothers of the grove^ by tyrant man 
Inhuman catight^ and in the narrow cage 
From liberty confined, and boundless air. 
Dull are the pretty slaves^ their plumage dtfl]^ 
Raggedy and all its brightening lustre lost ; 
Nor is diat sprightly wildness in their notes« 
Which, clear and vigorous, warbfes from tb^ 

bceohk 
O theo^^yefiriendsof love, and love-taught son^, 

T€i ibef soft tribes^ this barbarous art forbear ^ 
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If on your bosom innocence can win. 
Music engage, or piety persuade. 

But let not chief the Nighiiogale lament 
Her ruin'd care, too delicately fram'd 
To brook the harsh confinement of the cage* 
Oft when, returning with her loaded bill. 
The astonished mother finds a vacant nest. 
By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Robb'd, to the ground the vain provision falls; 
Her pinions rufHe, and, low drooping, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade ^ 
Where, all abandoned to despair, she sings 
Her sorrows through the night ; and, ou the 

bough. 
Sole sitting, still at every dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable strain 
Of winding woe; till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her song, and with her wail resound. 

But now the feather'd youth their former 
bounds, 
Ardent, disdain ; and weighing oft their wiogs^ 
Pemand the free possession of the sky 
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This one glad office more, and then dissolves 
Parental love at once, now needless grown. 
UnlavishM wisdom never works in vain. 
'Tis on some evening, sunny, grateful, mild. 
When nought but balm is breathing thro' the 

woods. 
With jeliow lustre bright, that die new tribes 
Visit the spacious heavens, and look abroad 
On Nature's common, far as they can see. 
Or wing, their range and pasture. O'er the 

boughs 
Dancing about, still at the giddy verge 
Their resolution fails, their pinions still, 
In loose libration stretch'd, to trust the void, 
Trembling refuse : till down before them fly 
The parent guides, and chide, exhort, command, 
Or push tbem ofil The surging air receives 
Its plumy burden ; and their self-taught wings 
Winnow the waving element. . On ground 
Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 
Farther and farther on, the lengthening flight; 
Till vanished every fear, and every power 
Roas'd into life and action, light in air 
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The acquitted parents see their soaring race, 
Andt <>QC^ i^ejoicing, never know them more. 

Thomon's Seasons. 



The Nightingale and Hawk. 



A Nightingale in her retreat. 

Exerted all her native pow'rs ; 
Compos'd and sung plaintively sweet. 
To charm the silent hours. 
"^ A hungry Hawk in ambush lay, 
I And seized the hapless songster for his prey ^ 
The warbling victim try'd, in vain. 
To melt a cruel tyrant*s heart; 
W Proof against every moving strain 
y . Of nature or of art. 

Charmer, said he, I wait too long,. 

Hawks require food more solid than a song; 

Then with a villaia's smile he struck 

The loveliest tenant of the wood ; 
In her poor heart his beak he stuck. 
Rioting in her vital blood. 
l9 
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On the Dbath of a La]>y*s Spabbow. 



The bird expires! Death gave the dreadfiil 

word. 
And lovely Anna mourns her fav'rite bird: 
Ye ieather'd choir, in willing throngs repair. 
And soothe the sorrow of the weeping ftur; 
In sounds of woe the dear departed gceet. 
With cypressj strew, ye Doves, the green re- 
treat; 
The hateful Raven toll the passing bell. 
The solemn dirge be sung by Philomel; 
With your just tears the bard shall mix bis own. 
And thus in artless verse inscribe the stone: 



EPITAPH* 

InterrM within this little space, 

A bird in silence lies : 
|!iearn hence how vain is evVy grace ; 

tlow frjuitjess to be wise» 
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Can mortals stop the arm of deaths 
Who ne^er compassioo knew i 

He each^ ia turn, will rob of breath. 
Who Anna's fair'rite slew. 

Ah, happy bird f to raise those sighs. 
Which I could ne'er obtain. 

Ah, happj bird ! io cloud those eyes. 
That fire each kneeling swain. 

Thrice bless'd thy life, her joy, her bliss. 
Thrice blessM thy happy doom : 

She gave thee many a gentle kiss. 
She wept upon thy tomb* 



Ou Heing a Goldfinch tn a Cage^ hung in a 
Garden^ 



Secluded from the feather'd throng. 
Who gaily hop from tre^ to tree: 

!a yain thou try'st, with plaintive song. 
To fix their kind regards on thee 
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Thus have I seen^ in prison pent. 

Some wretch by fortune's frowns undone s 
through gloomy bars bis fate lament 

To crowds, who pass regardless on. 



Dbath of the Labk» 



M once the grove the fair one trod, 

And tun'd the Sylvan strain, 
A Lark to imitate her strove, 

Bat strove, alas! in vain. 

Her mattin song she ceasM to sing. 

Or hail the rising dawn ; 
Put bid adieu ! in plaintive not^s, 

To ev'ry mead and lawi). 

To rag<3 (poor bird !) a victim fell| 

To think in vain she try'd ; 
Xben ifttretcb'd a wing, ,and dropp'd the spi^^^ 

fQW9ok the skies, pnd dy'^. 
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A Pastobal. Elegy on tie Death of a 
Lady's Canary Bird. 



Now the grey dawn bad scarce o'ercoma the 

night, 
And o'er the welkin cast a doubtful light, 
^he paler stars proclatm'd the morn's advance. 
And faintly glimmerM thro' the smooth expanse. 
When Thenot, simple swain ! with grief opprest, 
For Vireo dead, neglects his balmy rest. 
Flies to the beach, unmindful of his flock. 
There lies complaining on the chilling rock. 
His tears the swellings of the waves increase. 
While grief, with pale concern, imprints his face. 

Be hush'd my sighs— ye tears more softly 
flow, 
Berlin ye waves — ^ye winds forget to blow; 
Let echo slumber in the dreary vale. 
And Nature, sijeat, hear the sad'ning tale: — 
Ahl — no ! my sighs, my fiercest griefs arise--* 
Ji*t ceasele9S sorrows pvprftow my eyes} 
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Ye winds, the air with hollow marmurs fill. 
Let echo spread my woes from hill to hill ; 
With greater ease our load of grief we bear, 
When other part'ners ia our sorrows share. 

Oft to my eyes his airy form appears. 
And oft his voice soft warbles in my ears; 
His quiv'ring pinions, and his swelling throat 
Now swim before my sight! — Hark ! that's bis 

note ! 
Tis fancy all^«nd now that fancy dies, 
Nor joy, nor Vireo glads my tearful eyes. 

His plumes the beauties of the king-cup show, 
Mix'd with the whiteness of descendiBg snow; 
His glossy wings delightfully unfold. 
Like ev'ning clouds bestreak'd with liquid gold ; 
Smooth on his breast the downy feathers lay. 
No down so smooth, no fleece so soft as they : 
But what avails that eye-enchanting store i 
His plumes, his voice, his beaifties are no more. 
More sweet, more various were his pleasing 

strains, 
'Than rising flowVs that deck untrodden plains: 
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More chucriqgjbe than breath of ihfant Spring, 
He*d sing so sweet— how sweetly wou'd he sing 1 
Bai now, ah seie! the fav'rite warbler dead ! 
3ee ! down his breast now drops the speckled 

headi 
^11 stiff be lies the dampy earth along, 
Jiif little boscHD swells no more with song. 
No more to melting airs attunes his voice. 
To charm the vales, or bid the groves rejoice ; 
Fled are the joys we felt i^hen'er he sung, 
. And ev'ry sweet that dwelt upon bis tongue. 

Ye blithesome elves (if elves regard our pain) 
Who tread the circles of the grassy plain. 
Who print the slattern's arm with pinches blue. 
And silver drop in cleanly damsel's shoe; 
Who ride the whirling winds by swains unseen. 
And gambol mirthful on the daisy'd green : 
Where was your boasted care, when Vireo lay 
Devoid of strength, and panting life away? 
Oh ! had ye sav'd that life which now is flown, 
£[9 sighs this breast, uo tears these eyes, had 
known. 
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la Tain your sighs, your tears in vaia are 
shed, 
Nor tears, nor sigh? recal the breathless dead : 
Ah ! witless lad ! thou caaseiess art aggrieved. 
Had Vireo life deserv'd, he still had liv'd : 
The fatal cause by which the warbler dy^d. 
Wrong dost thou ween, that doubt must I de- 
cide: 

One ev'ning mild as fair Letitia sung, 
A«d poured melodious sweetness from her 

tongue, 
!3ilent ther wild creation stood around, 
Intent to hear, and gladdenM with the sodnif : 
There Vireo came, and while his ear he turn^l 
To catch lier notes, his heart with envy burn*d ; 
With jealous rage his tender bosom swieU'd, 
To hear his song surpassed, his voice excelled ; 
No more be cheerful chirps, no more he sings. 
But droops his languid head, and hangs his wings; 
In secret pin'd with unsuspected woes. 
And breath'd out life before the morn arose. 
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The Nightingale. 



As Phcebus darted forth Lis milder ray, 

And lengthening shades confessed thesliort'ning 

day; 
To Tyher^s banks repaired an amorous swainj, . 
The love and envy of the neighbouring plain. 
To cool his heat, be sought the breezy grove> 
To cool his heat> but more the heat of love ; 
To sooth his cares, on the soft lute he play'd ; 
But the soft Iqte refreshed the lovely maid : 
Conspiring elms their umbrage spread around, 
Wav'd with applause, and listened to the sound, 
Sweet Philomel, the chorister of love. 
The musical enchantress of the grove. 
With wonder heard the shepheiyl as hq played, , 
And stol^, attentive, to the tuneful shade. 
Perch'd o'er his bead the silvei' Syren jsate. 
With envy burning and with pride elate ; 
Ambitiously she lent a listening ear, 
Cbarm'd with the very sounds she dy*d to hear;. 
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Each note, each flowing accent of the song, 
Shesooth'd; and sweeten'd with her softer tongae, 
Gently refin'd each imitated strain. 
And paid him with his harmony again. 
The shepherd wondered at the just replies. 
At first mistaken for the vocal breeze : 
But when he found his little rival near 
Imbibing music both at eye and ear. 
With a sublimer touch he swept the lute, 
A summons to the musical dispute. 
The summons she received, resolv'd to try; 
And, daring, warbled out a bold reply. 
Now sweetest thoughts the gentle swain inspire ; 
And with a dying softness tune the lyre; 
Echoes the vernal music of the woods. 
Warble the murmurs of the falling floods. 
Thus sweet he sings, but sweetly sings in vain. 
For Philomela breathes a softer strain ; 
With easier art she modulates each note. 
More nat'ral music melting in her throat. 
Much he admir'd the magic of her tongue. 
But more to 6nd hialute and art outdone. 
And now to loftier airs he tunes the strings,. 
And DOW to loftier airs his echo ^ings ; 
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Though lovd as thunder^ though as swift as 

tbotighty 
, She reached the swellmg,€aught the flying note y 
la trembling treble, now in solemn bass. 
She sbew'd how nature could his art surpass. 
Amaz'di at length with rage the shepherd 

burn'd. 
His admiration into anger tarned ; 
Inflam'd, with emulating pride be stood. 
And thus defy'd the charmer of the wood : 
And wilt thou still my music imitate? 
Then see thy folly, and thy task is great : 
For know, more powerful lays remain unsung, 
Lays far superior to thy mimic tongue* 
If not, this lute, this vanquished lute, I swear. 
Shall never more delight the ravish'd ear ; 
Bat broke in scatter'd fragments strew the plain^ 
And mourn the glories which it could not gain* 
He said : and, as he said, his soul on fire. 
With a disdainful air be struck the lyre. 
Quick to the touch the tides of music flow. 
Swell into strength, or melt away in woe : 
Now raise the thrilling trumpet's clanging jar. 
And imitated thunders rouse the war : 

M 

Digitized by Google 



134 TALES OF THE ROBIN. 



Now soft'oing sounds, and sadly-pleasing strains^ 
Breathe out the lover's joys, and lover's pains. 
He sung ; and ceas'd her rival notes to bear, 
As his dy'd listening in the ambient air* 
But now, too late, her noble folly found. 
Sad Philomela stood subdu'd by sound : 
Though vanquish*d, yet, with genVous ardour 

fiird. 
Ignobly still she $corn'd to quit the field ; 
But, slowly faint, her pebsive accents flow. 
Weakened with grief, and overcharg'd with 

woe. 
Again she tunes her voice, again she sings. 
Strains evVy nerve, and quivers on her wings ; 
In vain, her sinking spirits fade away. 
And, in a tuneful agony, decay : 
Dying she fell, and, as the strains expire, 
Breath'd out her soul, in anguish, on the lyre : 
Dissolved in transport, she resign'd her breath. 
And gain'd a living conquest by her death* 

Pope. 
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The Robin. 



See, mamina^ what a sweet little prize I have 

found ! 
A Robin that lay half benumbed on the ground ! 
I caught him, and 'fed him, and warm*d in my 

breast, / . . . 

And now he's as nimble and blithe us the rest. 
Look, look, how he flutters !-^He11 slip from 

my hold. 
Ah, rogue f you've forgotten both hunger and 

•cold! 
But indeed 'tis in vain, for T sha'tf t set you frefe. 
For all your whole life you're a prisoner with me ; 
Well hous'd and well fed, in your cage you 

will sing, . ^ . . A 

And make our dull winter as geiy as this srpring ; 
But stay — sure 'tis cruel, with wing^ made to soar. 
To be shut up in prison and never fly more — 
And I, who so often have longed for a flight. 
Shall I keepyou prisoner ?— Mamma — is it right ? 
No, come, pretty Robin, I must set you free — 
For your whistle, though sweet, would sound 

sadly to me. 
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7^ Bullfinch/ 



Hark to the Blackbird's pleasing note : 
Sweet usher of the vocal throng ! 

Nature directs bis warUing throat. 
And all that hear admire the song. 

Yon Bullfincbj with unvary'd tone^ 
Of cadence harsh and accent shril]. 

Has brighter plumage to attone 
For want of harmony and skill. 

And while to please some courtly fair 
He one dull tune with labour learns, 

A well-gilt cage, remote from air. 
And faded plumes is all he earns. 

Goy hapless captive ! still repeat 

The sounds which nature never taught ; 
Go, listening fair, and call them sweet. 

Because you know them dearly bought. 
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Unenvied both^ go hear and sing 

Your studied music o'er and o'er ! 

Whilst I attend th' inviting Spring 

In fields where birds unfetter'd soar. 

Lady Luxborough. 



^^^^^^•^^^ 



The DfAD Sparrow, 



Tell me not of joy^ there's none 
Now my little Sparrow's gone : 

He would chirp and play with ine ; 
He would bang the wing awhile ; 
'Till at length he saw me smile 

O how sullen he would be ! 

He would catch a crumb, and then. 
Sporting, let it go again ; 
He -from my lip 
Would moisture sip ; 
He would from my trencher feed. 
Then would hop, and then would run 
And cry philip when he'd done ; 
Oi whose heart can choose but bleed? 
M 3 
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O how eager woald he fight. 
And ne'er hurt though he did bite! 

No morn did pass. 

But on my glass 
He would sit and mark and do 

What I did; now ruffle all 

His feathers o'er, now let 'em fall; 
And then straightway sleek 'em too. 

Now my faithful bird is gone ; 

O let mournful Turtles join 

With loving Red^breasts, and combine 
To sing dirges o'er his stoned 



ttNB9 deicripHveofthe Emigration ^ Birds. 

When Autumn scatters his departing gleams, 
Warn'd of approaching Winter, gathered, play. 
The swallow-people ; and toss'd wide around, 
O'^r the calm sky, in convolution swift. 
The feather'd eddy floats; r^oicing once, 
Bre*o their wint'ry slumbers they r«ti;re.; 
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In closters clang beneath the moalderiDg bank^ 
And where, QQpierc*d by frosty the cavern sweats. 
Or rather into warmer climes conveyed, 
With other kindred birds of season, there 
They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back; for, thronging, now 
Innumerons wings are in commotion all. 

Where the Rhine loses bis majestic force. 
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep. 
By diligence amazing, and the strong 
Unconquerable hand of Liberty, 
The Stork assembly meets; for many a day. 
Consulting deep, and various, ere tbey take 
Their arduous voyage through the liquid sky. 
And now their route design*d,their leaderschose. 
Their tribes adjusted, clean'd their vigorous 

wings; 
And many a circle, many a short essay. 
Wheeled round and round in congregation fuU 
The figured flight ascend ; and, riding high 
The aisrial billows, mixes with the clouds« 
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Or where the Northera ocean^ in vast whirls, 
Boils round the naked melancholy isles 
Of farthest Thul^, and the Atlantic surge 
Povrs in among the stormy Hebrides; 
Who can recount what transmigrations there 
Are annual made ? what nations come and go ? 
And how the living clouds on clouds arise? 
Infinite wings ! till all the plume-dark air^ 
And rude-resounding shore are one wild cry. 

Thompsm's Seasons. 
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